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PREFACE 


Miss Winifred Graham has asked me to write 
a few lines of preface to her forthcoming noveU 
It is a novel with purpose; but as being such 
it is all the piore •valuable, for it copes with a 
definite evil. Like Miss Graham / have been 
f6r some timrt past concerned with the Mormon 
propaganda in EnglamL / have learnt some^ 
thing of its secret its assiduity, and its success; 
/ know how important it is to wcnm young emo- 
tional religious girls, living pwhaps in more or 
less unhappy hornet, c^ainst its seductiveness, 
put a novel is ^often a better mentor than a 
sermon or a speech, if only because it appeals 

to a larger circle 6f people. 

• 

The Moraytniam which Miaa Graham oppoeea 
*i« the Mormoniam of the Salt Lake City. There 
polygamy haa Ipng flouriahed, and there it atill 
exiata, It.ia in fact the diatinctioe feature of 
Mormoniam in Utah ; for apeut from polygamy 
t^at MormoOiam • ia dull and unintelligible^ 
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PREFACE 


Girls who omigrate from England to Utah find 
themselves members of an immorally constituted 
society. 

There is no great need^ / think, to invoke the 
arm of the law in England against Mormontsm. 
If the light is once let in upon it, it will die 
of itself. The moral sense of English men and 
women will rise against it.^ ft is my ecnmest 
hope that Miss Graham*s^ literary skill may 
prove efficacious in the crusade ip which she 
has played so notable and so noble a part. 

j. E. a Welldon. 

The Deanery, 

Manchester. 
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CHAPTER I 


VISIONS 

A DAILY governess, young, fair-skinned, and 
slender, drevr on her mackintosh in the hall 
of a grey brick House in the great city of Riverpool. 
She lived outside the town, and a long, monotonous 
walk was part of her life’s programme from Monday 
to Saturday. .. 

Mrs. Lovesey was an5rthing but a loving em- 
ployer. This aftOTOon she followed Miss Abbott 
to the 'front door. 

“ Please understand,” she said, " that if you are 
late again I shall be obliged to give you notice. 
Unpunctuality is a*ba^ example for the children. 
, You were six mihutes late yesterda}^ aqd the clock 
had already struck the hour when you arrived this 
inonling. It would be quite easy for me to get 
some one who liveS nearer, and then I should not 
have to give lunch.” • 

The girl murmured an apology. A bright crimson 
flush stole hom her cheek to her ear as she stepped 
oh to the. pavement. 

) should have been quite early,” she told herself, 
” if he had not spoken to me again.” 
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The April rain beat down upon her as she turned 
her face homeward. She walked slowly — as one 
in deep thought. 

It had been a hard struggle to bring her mind 
down to elemental teaching since a new, stra.ige 
influence broke upon her life, changing the whole 
train of her ideas. ‘ 

If some one had told her a w^k ago that she 
would have stopped to talk to a stranger on the 
lonely road from Briar Cot^ge to the Loveseys' 
cheerless abode in Pool Street, she would .have scorned 
the idea. She could^never have imagined she would 
be magnetized by a pair of large bro*an eyes, set in 
a singularly attractive countenance. She had dis- 
believed in the power of h5^nbtic .suggestion, and 
she did not think of it now, as she recalled her first 
glimpse of Ziba Wayne, 

He stood suddenly in her path .like some wonder- 
ful vision of zdl-conquering manhood. He was 
tall, well-proportioned, and she fancied the 
sunlight played round ^ figure as if to' give it a 
touch of divinity. It seemed; by some inward 
power, he forced her to return *his deep inquiring 
gaze. There was an air of dignity about him which 
demanded attention. She experiraced a sensation 
of awe and reverence. Oddly enough she was 
•conscious of no great surprise when he boldly, in- 
formed her she was in the presence of a Samt. 

" My child," he said, in a loWf, kind voice, " do. 
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not fear to talk with me. I have been sent to you 
with a message of salvation. I am an instrument 
destined to hold the ke3rs of restoration for the 
renovation of the world.” . 

^t sounded so strange and bewildering that she' 
* could not feel offended. His spiritual elation appar- 
ently swept aside conventionality, as he played upon 
the girl’s emotional temperament, like a strong 
gust of wind sv^eeping the keys of an ®olian harp. 

Her curiosity roused, she listened while he spoke 
to her of a race of men dwelling in the world at that 
moment, who were chosen vessels ordained by 
angels to be apostles *p,nd elders in the Chxifch of 
Latter-Djy Saints. He explained how he had 
come in the spirit end power of Elijah to unfurl in 
England the *bknner of freedom which waved 
triumphantly in the glorious West. He added that 
his spiritual insight told him that she might in 
time develop intb*a fit candidate for Zion, if she 
would but leam from fiis lips and help him to gather 
lambs into the fold. 

jFacinth left hipi with 'a breathless promise to 
meet him again^ She had even mentioned her 
hours of going and coming to her youthful pupils. 

As she retraced her steps along the deserted rdhd 
her mind wag under a spell. She felt like a sleep- 
' walker, carried away into some new romantic realm 
*0^ emotional tension. She was afraid and yet joyful. 
There ucere tears in her eyes, though riie smiled. 
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The physical charm of the man appealed to her 
senses. All ignorant of the fact, she believed the 
warmth and beauty of the great Dispensation 
entered her soul, filling it with the glory of a new 
■“faith. , 

■ As phe turned over Ziba's words in her imprwsion- 
able brain, she caught sight of his tall figure in the 
distance. At that moment a wilful trick of Nature 
sent a ray of sunlight across the muddy road, triming 
his path to silver. A moment later the man was 
offering her his hand, and murmuring softly : " Wel- 
come, Sister 1 ’* 

The rose tint de^ened .m JacinfJi’s delicately 
rounded cheeks, as she felt the charm of hjp presence 
and the assurance of his commanding, manner. 

" Perhaps,” he said, ” we shall at last have a few 
words together, without being pressed for time. 
Your day’s work is over " . 

“ And yours ? ” she queried. 

He shook hi^ head. 

“ I work for God and not for man, therefore my 
labour is never done,” he answered, looking deeply 
into her eyes, and still retaining her trembling hand. 

^Jacinth was wondering why he was so different 
from ordinary men, and he read her thoughts, 
answering them aloud. , 

** I astonish you because I am not of your, country; 
so your ways are not my ways. My whole life is 
given up to missionary work. Before long 1 shall 
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return to Zion across the sea ; I hope and pray a 
whole shipload of emigrants may accompany me to 
the City of Saints. You, in your narrow sphere, 
cannot picture the majestic, splendoiur, where 
Nature's eternal ramparts form smiling fastnesses 
• of glory. I wish indeed your eyes could see our 
stronghold, where the wide ^Salt Lake lies in the 
valle5r's bosom, as if guarding the great white Temple, 
whose Gothic ^ires point to a cloudless sky. I 
often dream I am back in the broad, beautKul streets 
of my native town, walking beneath the Lombardy 
poplars, seeing the rock-ribbed mountains, and 
hearing the ^^treams fiperrily dancing ki a crystal 
flood. Tjiat is indeed a Promised Land. All our 
Saints yearn to live and die in Utah." 

Jacinth listene!& chiefly because his voice had such 
a musical note, and his words appealed to her poetical 
fancy. 

" I don't know nnirthing aSout your country or 
your faith," she stanhnered, suddenly ashamed of 
her ignorance, " but, tell me, are you S. Mormon ? ” 

She put the question so simply that the man could 
easily see the word held no fear for her. Again 
he fixed one of his piercing looks on the attractive 
young face, and immediately Jacinth became dirtily 
aware of soipe unexplained influence drawing her 
‘sympatU« towards him. She was oblivious of any 
’danger, she had lost all sense of shyness, she might 
havl be^n .talking to an old friend, . 
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" Yes/' he replied, ** I am proud to say I am a 
Mormon. Heaven grant I may some day be given 
the opportunity of revealing to you ’the great mani- 
festations handed down to us in the Book of Mormon. 
Were your heart inclined to listen, you would hear 
the strains of angel harmonies, you would be like a 
disembodied spirit lifted up into the dazzling reality 
of imperishable blessedness. But first, my child, 
tell me something of your life. T want to undw- 
stand you, that I may help your soul. You live 
alone, I believe, with your mother ? " 

He asked the question anxiously. 

'* Oh, no, my father is aliVe with us.” 

Ziba concealed a look of annoyance, and pulled 
his soft felt hat a little lower ov;er his eyes. 

Inwardly he was saying — . ’ * 

" I watched the house, and I only saw two women 
coming in and out.” 

” Father is an invalid,” added Jacinth sadly. 
” His whole career was ruined through an acc ident. 
He had just b^un to work his way up as under 
master at a very good school, and Jioped to better his 
position in time, when one evil ds^r a wealthy friend 
took him for a run in a magnificent motor-car. Mr. 
P&nmore was a reckless driver, and it is said he 
had lunched rather too well. A terrible collision 
ensued,, in which my fatho* received such sevar 
injuries to his spine that he has not walked for led 
years. Wb live on a small income allowed iis by 
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lib. Panmore. He has been very kind in siding a 
number of leading physicians to see father Some 
fancy that the spinal injuries are healing, and his 
prostrated condition is due to nervous debility. 
If a great shock roused him, sirch as an outbreak of 
p-eln the house, he might possibly regain the power 
of his- limbs.” * 

Ziba put on a sympathetic 'expression. 

" 1 should say it was very unlikely," he murmured, 
and she little guesse^ as he sighed condolingly, that 
the wish was father to the thought. 

" How do you * pass your leisure hours ? " he 
queried. ” Do you interest yourself in any good 
work ? ” 

Jacinth* had a horror of boasting, and replied 
modestly — 

” 1 don't know if one could call it a good work, but 
my Thursday evening girls are certainly a hobby. 
Mr. Panmore freqifently sends my father very good 
books,. so we have a regular library in our little home. 
I got a few girls* togetW of the lower .classes, who 
.long'ed instinctively for culture. For nearly a 
year now we have'formed a small Reading Society. 
We meet weekly,* and read aloud to each other, 
holding a debate afterwards. You can't thiqk 
how the girls appreciate this small effort to brighten 
thor lives." * 

Ziba's eyes ^tened as he drank in her words. 

" -Then by now 3 «)u have quite a lot.of influence 
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with these young soxils/' he declared enthusiastically. 
” They are all unmarried, I suppose. Perhaps it 
lies in your hands to make them saintly wives and 
mothers. Why not turn your attention to their 
^iritual welfare, a far grander aim than earthly 
culture ? Could you not meet one day in a place 
apart, say in a field where the spring flowers are’ 
blossoming, and let me address your little company ? 

I could open out a new world to them. Like the 
holy men of old, I believe ia visiofis, prophecy, 
tongues, and revelations. I am like a bright pillar 
of fire passing through the cold earth. . I can even 
show you how to help and save loved ones who are 
dead. We Mormons have built innumerable tem- 
ples, in which Baptism and other ordinances on 
behalf of deceased relatives and friends have been 
performed. The angel, whom John predicted would 
come to Earth, appeared to our prophet, Joseph, 
Smith. I pray you read our handbooks, and judge 
of our religion for yourself.", rfe pressed into her 
palm some leaflets headed TAe Wi/kessgs of Saints^ 
Divine Authority, Baptism for the Dead. Brigham 
Young’s Testimony. 

" I have no fear of my faith," h% told her proudly. 
" J^e Mormons are accustomed to hard knocks from 
a stiff-necked generation. Unheedful of misrepre- 
sentation, we pass on our way with heads, erect and 
eyes open, honest men with no masks on Qur 
faces or sophistry in our mouths." 
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Jacinth wondered why Heaven had been good 
enough to send this divine being across her path. 
Until the present moment the emotional side of her 
nature had never been seriously stirred, though she 
was engaged to be married to a friend of her child- 
hood. * Basil Hope had always been more like a son 
of the house, and b^de fair to prosjper in his engineer- 
ing profession. She knew he worked entirely with 
the ambition of .building up a home for the girl he 
loved. Her affection 'dwelt in fondness, his in a 
strong overmastering passion. She was the summit 
of all his ambitions. ’ He lived only for the burning 
love she roused in his trustful nature. 

• ** Are you vexed at my proposition ? Will you 

let me meet the little reading circle ? ” he asked. 

For a moment Jhrinth appeared too overcome to 
answer. 

“ It would indeed be an honour,” she gasped, 
” one we could never'have hoped for. So far it has 
been-kepfentirely amongst ourselves.” 

* Ziba hurriedly consulted an engagem’Ait book 
.which he drew from ^is pocket. 

" Let us fix the date at once,” he said, ” and beg 
all to keep their own counsel. I do not wish a 
crowd of relatives to interrupt the quiet intimacy 
of the proceedings. Perhaps it would be wiser not 
to mention at first that I am expounding to you .the 
faith \^hich is in me. Your people would say that 
Mormonh b<^eye in polygamy, and that pluml 
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wives are part of the creed. I confess that in old 
time, as in the Bible, more than one wife would be 
sealed to a' Mormon, but now we marry as you do. 

• It is better, however, to avoid controversy. Some 
day I may initiate you into the wonderful doctrine 

• of Spiritual Wives." * 

They were nearing Briar Cottage. J adnth warned 
him of the fact, and he instantly discovered the 
lateness of the hour, bidding her a speedy farewell.' 

" I will look for you to-morrow on your homeward 
walk," he whispered, " trusting' that you may in the 
meantime have digested the literathre which vdU 
open your eyes to' the groundwork of our religion." 

He watched the graceful figure moving away 
through the shadows to the house where the sweet- 
briars grew. He smiled slightly to himself, and 
rubbed his hands together as he turned to retrace 
his steps. 

He knew his influence with •^omen seldom failed ; 
he had studied hypnotism in the States. The girls 
he tracked down would need to be armed likt 
Achilles to ward off his attacks. The sechreceg. 
nized his all-conquering charm in proselytism, a 
portion of their campaign needing the utmost finesse. 
Ziba was a past-master in the art of becoming all 
things to all whom he would en^are. To young 
impsessionable girls he represented Utah as a place 
of delight, where Jehovah reigned almost Visibly 
among His chosen people. To the . ayaricions, he 
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would subtly dwell on the country's brilliant schemes 
for money-making. He describe! tluit centre of 
vast mining territories as a Paradise lor the lonely, 
full of brothers and sisters who treated it like some 
great old homestead, welcoming pilgrims with open 
' arms. Well he realized when once his nets had been 
cast, and girls had broken away ^om their parents, 
that the proselyting priest of this so-called ** Canaan 
<Jf Perfect Love "* would easily lure them into 
polygamy. So he co^inued his work of snaring 
the peasant blood of Europe into the Sewet Rites 
of the Endowihent House, and the blasphemous 
assumptions of Utah. *. • 

* Mrs. Abbott noticed a change in Jacinth. 

“ You are late,” she. said, glancing at the clock ; 
" I have kept baclf the .tea for nearly half an hour.” 

" I am afraid I walked very slowly,” declared the 
girl, avoiding her mother’s eyes. ” The roads are 
deep in mud, and I am feeling rather tired. The 
Lovesey children were paxficularly tiying to-day.” 

' Mrs. Abbott drew a comfortable chair hearer to 
the hearth. , 

” I hope you are net going to be hi,” she said. 
" You look so strangely flushed. It was this time 
last year the fever outbreak commenced.” 

Jacinth quickl]^ reassured her on this point. 

” I feel perfectly well, mother, but t^t long, 
lonely Vralk every day gives one time for thought. 
It seems* «s if some revelation were gradually chang- 
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ing me into a different woman. I want to be more 
spiritual, I am afraid we are not religions enough." 

By this time Mrs. Abbott became convinced that 
Jacinth was sickening for some disease. She con- 
cealed her fears and spoke cheerfully. , 

Oh, don’f worry about that, my dear ; 'we 
haven't missed gomg to church on Sunday for many, 
a year. In what way would you like to improve 
matters ? ’’ 

Jacinth looked up, but her eyes held secrets. 

'* That’s just what I don't know,” she confessed, 
** but I think I shall be guided. Some one will be 
sent to show me 'the way.” 

Mrs. Abbott laid a cool hand on the girl’s burning 
forehead. 

t * 

” I have a piece of good news for you,’^ she said. 
” I was going to keep it back for a surprise. Basil 
is coming here to-night. He has got some work at 
Riverpool. It means a good rise in sala^, ahd he 
will take rooms dose to us. He hopes sometimes 
to be able to finish early, and walk back with you. 
Any way, it will mean seeing much more of him than 
in the past.” • 

Mrs. Abbott expected to see her daughter's face 
•light up with sudden joy. The father and mother 
had both been revelling in the cheerful tidings. 

Jadnth started uncomfortably, she interlaced 
her fingers, and her lips quivered. " I wjsh,*' she 
said, " he were coming any other night. I don't feel 
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inclined for his lovemaking. Somehow my mind is 
in the clouds.” 

Mrs. Abbott’s face fell. 

” Of course, if you are really knocked up, 3rou 
.must go to bed ; it will be a great disappointment 
for* the poor fellow. It isn’t possible, Jacinth, yjou 
•are going to change your mind ?« It wotdd simply 
break Basil’s heart, and be a terrible disappointment 
to your father, ^frho already looks on him as a son.” 

Mrs. Abbott had never soared above her narrow 
sphere. She lyas not her husband’s intellectual 
equal, read little, and busi^ herself with household 
affairs. She was frankly commonplace in appear* 
ance and tastes, laughingly acknowledging that 
Jacinth’s beauty <^e from her father’s side of the 
family. She had never been really one with her 
daughter, whose poetical nature yearned for some 
outlet beyond the limitations of Bfiar Cottage. 

The Mormon stranger ^d suddenly filled some 
longing void. Thft little world around. Jacinth 
mattered no more. She was in it, but not of its 
solid fibre. The fervour of fanaticism had entered 
her blood, placed thei% by the h}q>notic suggestion 
of Ziba Wayne. 

The souls of her reading girls weighed heavily 
on her mind. She fancied they called to her like 
dro^im^ children, while fate demanded she should 
lead them to the godly stranger, waiting to show 
them the path of salvation. She longed to escape ■ 
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to her room that she might devour the booklets 
which ejq>ounded this, to her, new fyith. 

“ I wiU lie down, then when Basil comes I may 
feel sufficiently rested to see him," she told her 
• mother wearily. ,, 

, " Go in and kiss your father first,” replied Mrs. 
Abbott. " He has been looking for you all day.” 

Jacinth went to the room of the bedridden man 
with lagging steps. She hoped he would not detain 
her, for now that her braih was so full of strange 
thoughts and speculations, even her natural love for 
him became swamped by the torrent of fresh ideas. 

Hugh Abbott' made .a cheerfi;!, uncomplaining 
invalid. The routine of infirmity lightened his 
burden more than any who watched his endurance 
could believe. Though the- power of his -limbs had 
deserted him, he was now free from pain, and looked 
so well, it was hard to realize years of suffering lay 
behind his marvellous patiende. Absorbed in litera- 
ture, he^settled down to the uneventful* days of an 
incurable case, resigned to his term of life imprison- 
ment. ’ • • ■ 

He smiled at Jacinth, patting her hand. ” You 
have heard of Basil’s promotion,” he said. ” I fear 
we shall soon be losing you now. The thought of 
your happiness is the one bright spot in my life. 
Basil will make a splendid husband.. You know, 
Jacinth, being here so much alone seems to give me 
a keener insight than when I moved about the 
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world like other people. I have watched your lover 
grow to Tmi]h|inrl and he has never once disappointed 
me. He beat possible type of an holiest, hard- 
working Englishman, with plenty of fight in him if 
occasion demanded. Let us hope he may live to 
defend you against the world, long after yomr mot^r 
.and I have gone the way of all flpsh." 

A sense of smothered indignation leapt 
jacinth’s heart eis she Iktened to her father’s words. 
They conveyed the idea* that women were weak and 
helpless, relying on i^en to fight their battles, and 
ward ofl sorrow. 

I don’t knoY that I want to t>e defended,", she 
’ said lightly, then in a more serious tone ; " I 

have a surer guard in God’s angels, perhaps they 
have made me their* special care." 

Mr. Abbott raised his eyebrows as be looked 
curiously at his daughter. He had never heard her 
speak like this before.* ** Let us hope so," he mur- 
mured. ! • * 

She ttimed away, anxious to be alone, and as shi^i 
•did so, one of Ziba’s leaflets fluttered from a small bag 
she carried on the cowerlet. She did not notice its 
presence till it was already in her father's hands. 
Then she tried to snatch it away befcare he could read 
the contents. But Hugh Abbott was too quick for 
her, and .scanned the printing with knitted 
brows. 

*' A Mormon pamphlet, as I live 1 " he muttered. 
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between his teeth. " How did you get hold of this. 
Jacinth ? ” 

He put the question fiercely, and the frown did not 
lighten on his forehead. 

The girl had no time to think, and on the ^purof . 
the moment she told the first lie of her life. * 

*' I picked it up, in the road.” She tried to speak 
naturally. '* I have not read it, father.” 

He tore the paper across angrily, and scattered 
it in tiny pieces on the floor. 

“ Just like those devils 1 ” he said. " I suppose 
that is a new way of proselytizing, to drop their 
pernicious literature about the streets. Do you 
know they are becoming a perfect plague in River- 
pool, and 1 have good reason to believe there is a 
scheme on foot to show them up in the Press for 
the safety of Great Britain ? It is amazing that 
people can get taken in still by this extraordinary 
imposture. If ever a Mormdti comes to our door 
bring him in to me. He will hear something he 
does not like." 

Jacinth turned deadly pale. Each syllable fell 
like a stab on her heart. « 

” It is hardly a fit subject to discuss with you," 
replied her father, " but perhaps it is as well you 
should know the kind of men theyw are. It is their 
aim .to delude unbalanced and ignorant prople; 
they are wreckers of homes, decoyers of . young 
girls, whom they entice away from England^ by the 
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lure of a religion which is in reality merely a fraud 
and delusion. They select for their canvassers, I awi 
told, the handsomest men in their ranks, who 
cultivate a persuasive manner calculated to con- 
ceal tte fact that they are wolves in disguise. Truth 
plays' no part in their programme* They refrain 
from preaching polygamy, while they practise ft in 
secret. They are simply a society of polygamists, and 
should be hounded out of any Christian country.** 
Jacinth turned cold as stone, she could almost 
fancy her blood concealed. For a moment she felt 
inclined to confess all. Her talk with the Latter-Day 
Saint, his suggestion thdt she should further their 
propaganda, and the ecstasy with which his words 
filled her. Possibly she could make her father 
believe that aftef &11. these much-abused Mormons 
were misrepresented by a world jealous of their 
godliness. Perhaps,, if she argued the point, the 
faith with which Zibi» inspired her would be snatched 
away like a beautiful j^el, destroyed as a sunlit 
deivdrop shaken from the petals of a d&d flower. 
Such a voice as the, one she heard that day could 
surely never lie. Had he not said, " We marry as 
you do.** After all, her frither was probably pre- 
‘judiced, easily frightened by old scandals which* 
no longer existed. His jll-health made for ner- 
vousness. Deep within her there dwelt the strong 
magifetic suggestion implanted by a master will, 
called into Jife by the uncanny power of mesmerism. • 
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She saw beside her the visionary form of her new 
acquaintance radiant with a halo of budding 
romance. - His voice rang in her ears, her fingers 
tingled yet with the pressure of his hand. The 
very thought of his subtle attraction made the idea 
of Basil's kiss^ nauseating. • 

She moved to the door, as if the discussion no 
longer interested W. 

" I promised mother I would lie down before 
Basil arrives for supper," «he said. " I haven’t 
much time, so we will talk of the Mormons later.”, 
" Oh, yes, they will keep I " laughbd Mr. Abbott, 
having expended Kis wrath in violent words. “You 
must be at your best this evening^ we don't want 
Basil to say you are lookup; overworked.” 

Jacinth hurried to her room &nd locked the door. 
Nothing was further from her thoughts than rest.' 
Feverishly she drew the remaining pamphlets from 
her satchel, devouring their contents with glowing 
eyes. M}rstic words sank deeply into the soil ready 
to receive* the message Ziba had brought. 

She did not believe -her father's m<^tnKnt, that 
the practice of plural wifehood still existed. To her 
the taint of materialism had been purged from the 
Mormon faith. Z3)a represented tiie home life of hk 
people as being full of purity, love,, and joy. 

At. least she might give her “ reading girls ” the 
chance of refusing Elder Wayne’s ofier.*^ She 
would hold no brief for him, but let tb^ judge for 
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^themselves. He had implanted in her mind an 
intense longing to see that distant land which he 
described as representing their ** Holy of Holies/* 
She could picture men and women, robed in white, 
group^ round the great baptismal font, upheld by 
goklen ‘ oxen, each ready to receive the joys of 
celestial glory. There, all was peace and happincf^s. 
Already in fancy she stood on the shore of the Great 
Salt Lake. One crt the pamphlets described its 
stimulating atmosphere, and the quiet order and 
beauty at Zion. 

It came as a* shock when the Abbotts* one little 
maid announced Mr. Hofib had ^bxived I 



CHAPTER n 


THE KISS OF A SAINT 

J ACINTH’S mother prepared him for her indis? 

position, so the girl’s listless '^manner did not 
come as a surprise. She b^ely returned his warm 
kiss of greeting. In her heart she knew that a sense 
of revulsion stirred, she was no longer the simple, 
merry maiden who so naturally accepted his pro- 
posal of marriage. 

She only congratulated him^o|ii the news of his 
rise when her mother reminded her of the altered 
circumstances. 

He quickly excused the oversight by declaring. 
Poor little Jacinth look^ played out." , 

" I am afraid," he declared, " you cannot indtdge 
in the fashionable rest cure, but I hope soon all this 
teaching business may end. There is eve^ pro- 
bability of our being able to ^ttle down in about a 
year from now. Time flies so quickly, we shall be 
house-hunting before next spring." 

He uttered the words with a radiant smile. 
Success had added to his good looks, but Jgic^th 
failed to observe this, since she compared his appear- 
ance disparagingly with that of Ziba. 'Basil's eyes 
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^contained none of the piemng mysticism which 
added attraction to the stranger’s gaze. Basil was 
frankly man, while an invisible halo of saintship sat 
on the Mormon's brow. 

A d|ep flush of annoyance crept to her cheek when 
her mother announced at supper th%t Jacinth had 
picked up a Brigham Young tract. * 

“ Your father was quite vcjred," Mrs. Abbott 
declared with a. lenient smile ; " however, I quite 
reassured him . I am sure our Jacinth is the 
last girl in the world to be attracted by Mor> 
monism." 

Basil laughed, and the scmnd jar ted on his flanc6e's 
* nerves. 

" I once met .one of the Prophet's sons in River- 
pool," he said, ” luld the fellow had the audacity 
to tell me I should make a good Elder if I came over 
to his people. I am ^fraid he received a great deal 
of chafl. His celebrated parent 'was an indulgent 
father, but a numerous^ husband. He married 
two hundred wives, so we said, * He loved not 
. wisely but two hundred well.* 'In fact, he was terribly 
married, the most married man in the United 
States." 

Jacinth felt compelled to repeat Ziba's sentiments. 

" That was a^ in the past," she said. " People 
might throw in our faces that Abraham, who is 
calledT in the New Testament ' The Father of the 
Faithful,' u(as a polygamist. I can’t help thinking 
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the Mormons may be misjudged. I alwa3rs like to 
hear both sides.” 

For the'first time Basil looked a little uneasy. He 
knew that Riverpool was seething with-lformons, and 
that they still believed polygamy to be a celestial 
law. part of their religion (originating in the 

licentious heart of Joseph Smith) was as much alive 
to-day, as when the birth-rate was first increased 
by the theory that a multitude 'of kttle spirits were 
anxiously seeking tabernacle for this, their second, 
estate. 

Now Jacinth felt his eyes upon her with something 
of censure. ' ^ ^ 

" More than one family in this neighbourhood 
mourn a missing daughter who left her home for 
the unspeakable degradation of Utah,” he said. 
” There the law against polygamy is not enforced, 
because the laws are in the hands of polygamists. 
Their s3rstem is one of blackest superstition. . How 
could anything good spring froro>the blood-benched 
page of fhe Mountain Meadows massacre ? That 
must stain its history for all time. This stupendous 
swindle thrives on dupes caught by glaring mis- 
representation. And I have often thought I would 
like to go more deeply into the subject, and find 
out exactly what they are doing, in our midst.” 

Every word seemed engraven on Ja^th's brain 
as she compared Basil's harsh testimony with Riba’s 
words of divine hope. 
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^ She. would tell him at their next meetii^ all h» 
lover had said, and he should defend himsedf before 
she joined in the hastily-uttered critidsm. She 
excu^ herself early, and eventually fell asleep 
readmg the soothing sentences in a carefuUy- 
wth'ded " Mormon Testimony." ^ 

Before Basil left, he told Mrs. Abbott that 
Jacinth's weary exfu'ession had quite upset 
him. • * 

" She looks," he said,'" as if she might be sufiering 
from nerves, and I noticed such a strange expression 
in her eyes which I have only seen once before in any 
human being. |t was wh^ I attinded an h}q>notic 
* mtertainment. I remember so vividly a girl being 
mesmerized and walking about the room with her 
eyes wide opm, doi&ig' whatever the operator com- 
manded. It was horribly uncanny, and I hated the 
whole affoir." 

Blrs. Abbott was not frighten^ by his words ; 
she knew that love occasionally made people over- 
anxious. 

"I toow all Jacinth’s friends," she relied 
lightly, " and I am sure there is no h3rpnotist among 
^em. Personally I don't believe in that kind of 
influence. Probably tiie performance you speak of ‘ 
was all a fake;”. 

Nevertheless, Basil left the house unconvinced. 

The following day Ziba once more waylaid the 
daily gflvenutss. Almost before he could speak she 
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had poured forth the vituperatfons heaped on his*' 
faith by her father and lover. Much to her surprise 
the Elder received this information calmly. He 
replied softly, taking both her hands in a firm grip, 
feeling her pulses beat against his finger tips. He 
bent over her« so that his face was hardly an ifich 
away from the girl’s blushing cheek. 

” It is the devil’s own work to hinder a celestial 
revelation. Such scofiers deseive* to fall beneath 
the law of Blood Atonement. If there were no 
soundness in our faith, would thousands of people 
leave home, travel to a strange land* and help build 
up a Mormon colbny ? .V>ur priests gather souls to 
Zion, not only from the British Isles, but from’ 
Continental countries, whose children know that 
Utah has been made to blossom as the rose. There, 
the white-robed saints are separated from godless 
Babylon. There, the true Gospel in all its purity 
may be found and enjoyed. *If you doubt me and 
dread to let me address Uie little society of which 
you are 'head, do not tell them I am a Saint. 
Permit me to meet them on oommon ground, of as- 
one already condemn^. I merely ask for a hearing, 
allowed even to criminals. If I thought you wei;e 
indeed prejudiced against me, one of my life’s ideals 
would ^ shattered. I know that, you arje different 
to the daughters of the world. It . is possible 
Heaven may grant me some means of showing* you a 
sign which will convince you of my superior purity 
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and holiness. The redemption of Zion must needs 
come by power. I know that I have been raised up 
like Moses when he led the Children of Israel. I will 
tell you a secret. I was cot always a Mormon. 
As a^ere boy I retired to a secluded thicket, and in 
deep supplication entreated Heaven to show, me ‘ 
the right sect among all religions. While I cried 
aloud, with hands stretched upwards, the whole 
wood became illuminated with daarling light. En- 
veloped in rays of glory I was caught away in a 
vision. Two , supernatural personages, with the 
countenance of angels, told me that the Mormon 

• i 

leaders had beep chosen to restore the true priesthood 
upon earth. After that I studied the Book of 
Mormon, first written upon golden plates, and knew 
that it contained the -fulfilment of the Everlasting 
Gospel. Since that day I have witnessed in visions 
a marvelloxis display of celestial.bodies, evil spirits 
strugg lin g with angels to hinder their work. Finally 
an archangel and*his company captured^ the chief 
devils, compelling them to file before me in procession 
tfiat hereafter I might know them and parry their 
attacks. This Basil*Hope of whom you speak was 
.possibly one of the devils in question. Our Prophets^ 
have frequently been the sport of mobs, slanders, 
and lies.!' • 

For the. first time he released her hands, and a 
sense pf fanatical ecstasy took possession of Jacinth. 
She fmgob she was late for her Lovesey pupils. ' 
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The whole world contained Ziba, and Ziba alone. 
'* If the others are devils," she gasped, " I, at 
least, can break away. Teach me how to receive 
the true spirit of angds, show me how 1 can be 
saved." r 

c 

Ziba had his answer ready — 

" If you would know the will of God, it is that you 
should break your engagement >yith this heathen 
blasphemer, Basil Hope. He is a murderer in disguise, 
for he wishes to kill your soul. He has no chance 
of future exaltation ; it had been better for him if 
his blood were spelled upon the ground. Light 
and darkness cannot dwell' together. < If you would 
make yourself worthy of becoming a “Latter-Day 
Saint, you must live your religion. , I sh^ pray for 
the hour when you will be baptized in the right 
faith ; meanwhile, dear Sister, receive my blessing, 
and the spiritual baptism which I can give you in 
the kiss of a Saint." , 

He raised her face, and by some strange magnetism- 
drew her lips to cling to Us own, as the bee is fastened 
to the flower. * 

Jacinth felt her Uain reel, and the April sunlight 
fenced before her eyes like some mystic flame of 
fire. 

To the weak, nerveless girl those fdUtastic seconds 
appealed as a lifetime. Then she was consdoys.of 
^release, he drew her arm through his own. and .forced 
the riembling limbs to walk. 
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Dazed and bewildtf ed, she anived at Pool Street 
half an hour late for the morning study. 

Mrs. Lovesey met her in the hall, a* tail, gaunt 
figure, with set lips and folded arms. 




CHAPTER HI 


THE UNCLEAN THING 

ft 

" T WARNED you that I never speak twice,” 

X said Mrs. Lovesey in ’’freezing accents. 
” Your engagement here must cease this day week. 
I am surprised you should dare to offend again 
after my reprimand of yesterday.” 

Jacinth's face fell. Unfil this moment she had 
not realised that her morning's adventure would 
cost her the much-needed salary. 

” I have not been feeling very well," she gasped, 
for now her head swam, and her pulses beat pain- 
fully. 

She feared for the moment she was going to faint, 
but her pallor had no effect on Mrs. Lovesey's stern 
criticism. 

" The girl is feigning ill-health as an ejECose,” 
thought her employer, as she turned away after one 
last disdainful look at the cowering figure. 

With a sensation of mental and ph3^cal exhaus- 
tion Jacinth mounted to the sphoolroom. She 
found her charges highly delighted at ^ lateness 
of the hour. ' ' 

” You are kind,” said the youngest djild, patting 



THE UNCLEAN THING ‘ 29 

her hand gratefully. '* Our other govoness always 
came before the time.** 

The irony of the words fdl like lead on Jacinth's 
ear, and as she settled them to their copybooks, 
one alone rang in her mind, that epoch-makUig 
wbrd, "change." * 

Her life had fallen beneath this great law of altera- 
tion. Her work at the Loveseys* was near its aid, 
and Ziba had pronounced she must break her promise 
to Basil, since he hindered her faith. No kiss from 
her lover had ever set upon her soul the burning 
seal of utter surrender. She k^ew this stranger 
had taken some Jmmortal part of herself to imprison 
‘as his own property. His claims appeared to her 
far higher than the claim of man. Ziba had caught 
his bird, like hundreds of other dupes lured from 
Europe in the Mormon net. This Elder, with his 
mesmeric power, had induced girls of respectable 
parentage to eventually accept as true the literature 
of ^tter-Day Saints which definitely taught poly- 
gamy. He never confessed to believing in plural 
• marriages when first approaching a convert. Only 
later he subtly defoufod it by quoting Biblical pas- 
s^es, which his victims thought upheld the practice. 
At his command they ruthlessly snapped all family 
ties, acceftting the loathsome creed pronounced by 
Mormon iqKwtles that *' The law of plural maitiage 
is God-given, and as eternal as any law ever made 
by the Eatber." 
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Even the children notked Miss Abbott’s abstrac- 
ted mannw . Th^ took advantage of her frame of 
mind, wriggled from their diafrs to the floor, and 
became utterly unmanageaUe. Before lunch she 
was almostt reduced to tears in her efforts to make 
them behave. * 

She compared this life with the happy existence. 
Ziba described in that far-off coimtry, where emi- 
grants sought the peace and bliss Zion. 

Already she had given him her promise to secretly 
attand the Mcnmon services. In her heart she had 
decided to embrace his religion, if it still appealed 
to her after further investigation That evening 
she would have an opportunity of approaching 
the girls who met at Briar Cottage. She meant 
to read them a pamphlet entitled Latter-Day Glory. 
She felt sore she could rouse their curiosity, and 
make them desire to meet Ziba. Nothing was 
further from her mind thsm the fear that he might 
be a false Prophet in sheep’s dothing, a ravening 
wolf waiting for the young Iambs of Christian homes. 

But before that pleasant hour with th^e* girls of- 
the people, she mu^ Inreak to'her mother Mrs. Love- 
sey’s dismissal. It would be ea^ to say that h^ 
indisposition had given offence. Mrs. Abbott would 
never dream that a far stronger factor was sapping the 
truth from Jadnth's hitherto <^>ea character. It 
was the first sin bred by the moral and spiritual 
enormity, derived fr'om a i^stem of vicious Lumbug. 
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Unconsdously this pliable young giri had seen, with 
hypnotized eyes, a radiant saint in a horrible 
moral deformity. She little dreaiht that, couched 
in the titles and terms of the true Go^)^, an unclean 
thjng 4xad touched her garments. She fancied she 
breathed the pure atmosphere of Chmtianity in the 
'degraded Paganism of a revolting system. Its 
founders' lives, its literature, its present advocates 
were all stamp^ by immorality. 

Mrs. Lovesey spoke no word to the children’s 
erring govmiess at lunch. She seemed rather 
pleased at the fact that the little ones were annoying 
.Miss Abbott by* open disbbedience. H» manner 
appeared to say — 

" See how you have trained them, it is certainly 
time a change was made I ’’ 

No sign of Ziba brightened her homeward walk.' 
He had told her he would be busy that afternoon 
with the Church's work. 5he was to write him fully 
jQie result of her first missionary ^deavour, posting 
the letter secretly, for fear lest the devil should find a 
' useful instrument in her opposing parents. 

To Jadnth's delight Mrs. Abbott showed little 
<£sappointment and no annoyance when told of her 
daughter’s dismissal. 

" Don't worry 'about it, my dear," d^ared the 
mother fofiiifiy. " 1 am quite sure that l<mg walk 
twice ds)^y was too much for you. Boubtless you 
^1 find smrib situation nearer at hand. We must 
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not mind about the nK>ney, since your future is 
assured.” . 

Jacinth had not the heart to deal the second blow. 
She kept her own counsel with regard to Basil. 

” No, I won't fret,” she promised. ” Everything 
is for the best. You know I now believe so frmly 
in a Higher Power that I can bear the knocks of the 
world.” 

She left her mother wondering, ‘as she went to 
prepare the parlour for the evening’s debate. 

The girls arrived punctually, and no sign of 
fatigue manifested itself now in Jacinth’s manner or 
appearance. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes 
sparkled, and she greeted her humble friends with 
an extra show of cordiality. When the door was 
closed, and they had taken their accustomed seats, 
‘Miss Abbott addressed the unsuspicious gathering 
in a lowered voioe. 

“ All you girls,” she said, ** love a secret, and so 
I am going to confide in you a wcmderful thing 
that has happened. To-night we shall lay aside 
Shakespeare, and study, with J^our permissioh, some ' 
literatxue of fsff deqwr importance. A veritable 
angel has come into my life in the form of a Mor- 
mon leader. This saintly man, handsome beyond 
all belief, tells me that any other'Gospel save that 
of tKe Latter-Day Saints is accursed. He h#s. had 
a direct revelation from Heaven, and if you saw 
him you could not hdp believing his'’wo^. On 
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every side the devil is hindering the great messages 
he brings. My father, for one, holds str<mg opinions 
about the sect, views which 1 can hardly cah Chris- 
tian. 1 have been a different woman since I came 
into Contact with this marvellous ^eing. He calls 
himself ' Ziba the Revelator,’ and though he is'like 
a king, he will stoop to be the friend of us poor girls. 
•He is even int^ested in you, and suggests meeting 
our reading circle at some distant spot where beneath 
God’s sky he will expotmd to us the light that is 
within him." • 

A small girl, with very curly red hair and deep- 
set eyes of bluiSh-green, looked up with a sly smile. 

' " I have often talked to the Mormon chaps, 
miss," she said, they are rather nice fellows. My 
big brother won’t let me have anything to do with 
them ; he says they have such funny marriage laws." 

The other girls were distinctly interested. The 
interruption of the red-haired speaker gave them 
the cue to air their views. 

."A Mormon lady called at our shop," said 
Maggie Piper. " SLe peeped in once or twice 
and waited till I was alone, before she asked 
for a packet of hairpins. She said, in a sort of 
joking way, there were not enough men to go round 
in England, and it would be a good thing for 
some,of us giiis if it were a polygamous country. 
She dof s a lot of that house-to-house^visiting ; there 
was nothing but good in the tract she left for me,.iust 
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a lot of Scriptural quotations. I know one girl 
whom she has put intooommunication with a Mormon 
at Salt Lake. Th^ r^ularly correspond, and he 
wants her to become engaged to him." 

Jacinth explained that Ziba was not a polyg^irt, 
and her ecstatic description of his charms fired the 
girls with a keen d^ire to see this saintly personage. 

The heart of youth is prone to accept any new 
superstition, howevo: unsafe. If Miss Abbott 
thought it all right, there surely could be no harm in 
enjo 3 dng a novelty. An afternoon 'was fixed for 
bicycling into the country, and Ziba had offered to 
give them all tea at an *iim. * 

Jacinth went to bed very happy. Ziba's hyp- 
notic influence placed within her the same seed of 
emotional excitement which originally possessed 
the natives in the middle of the ninteenth c^tuiy, 
when Mormonism was bom. Like those religious 
fanatics who rushed intocthe district between the 
Allegheny Mountains and Mississippi' Rivar, ishe w^* 
ready to accept the wildest ;mpr(fl>abilitie^. Her 
mind was ripe Ux an American fanta^, Joseph 
Smith’s alleged discovery of a stone box containing 
golden plates. It isi said these were unearthed 
in a hill four miles from Palmyra. The box also held 
a wonderful pair of spectades^ two crystals set in a 
silver bow, which he called " Urim and Thummin." 
By aid of these supernatural glasses, Joseph Smith 
found himself able to translate^ the fiiystic writing 
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on those golden plates, resolting in the “ Book of 
Mcntnon/* When his h^owers desired. to see the 
plates, he told them the monumt the lxx>k was fin- 
ished an angel appeared frmn Heaven and carried 
thonf' away. 

Jacinth was never a moment without the sense 
of Ziba's presence guiding her i;ongue, dogging her 
footsteps, possessing her body and soul. All his 
ideas became her own. Round the name of the 
much-married Joseph Smith she wove a martyr’s 
halo. She little dreamed she was venerating the 
memory, not only of the pretended discoverer of a 
new Bible, but of a m*an whose record held the 
following disgrace. Few. realized in England that 
he was the cashienof a fraudulent bank, the creator 
of vastly immoral laws, the poltroon who feared to 
face in Missouri the arm of justice, and was butchered 
by an enraged populace for wr<mg done to another 
man's wife. 

• Jacinth rose euly to post Ziba’ a letter, marked 

"Private and confidential.” 

• . 

" Dear Saint (sbh wrote), — ^Helped by the Spirit 
. I believe X was ^naNed to plant some graftings in the 
unr^enerated hearts ot my poor little company. 
The gids are anxious tp meet you, and I dream of 
that hc^ .when, gathered in some solitary field, 
your voice vnll fall upon us in blessit^^ like the voice 
of Elijah. • To-morrow I am to meet my fianc4, and I 
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hope to tu'eak for ev^ the tie between us. When 
one has torched a holy thing, it is impossible to be 
linked to an unbeliever. You told me before part- 
ing that in silent hours 1 should feel the touch of your 
lips; you charged me to say if your words came tru;. 
Not>once or twice, but a thousand times, has that 
spiritual baptism recurred. My Guide, you are 
with me always. 1 am reading th^book you gave me 
on Joseph Smith, since you wish me *to venerate the 
name of your Founder and Prophet. Send me some 
more literature soon, if I am not asking too much. 
I shall read nothing else fqr the present. You spoke 
of perhaps showing me a ‘sign. If 4his be possible 
could you not manifest your greatness also to the 
girls who, at my instigation, are» willing to drink in 
the heavenly message ? 

* " Yours, in spiritually humble adoration, 

. " Jacinth Abbott." 

Before creeping out to post hdr letter she locked 
away the Mormon literature, touching with her lips 
the volume by the martyred Smith, the world’s 
most sensual impostor, remembered only by reason 
^of vile immorality and peijured plagiarism of: 
Spalding's novel. 

Ziba received her letter with a glow of triumph. 
" She is a dainty morsel," he said, “ and I sl^ 
take her for myself. Katrine prophesied 1 should 
'bring yet another wife back with me when I*retum 
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to Utah, or perhaps I shall many her there. It shall 
depend on the will of the Holy Priesthood. She 
must first be baptized and received. Now 1 have 
h 3 rpnotized her, 1 shall soon force her to anderstand 
(he taw which was given unto Saorah of did. She 
will see that I am permitted by revelation through 
the Prophet to have spiritual souses sealed to my> 
self. Katrine has a great way with girls. She 
explains to t£em that as Rachel and Leah gave 
Bilhah and Zilpah to their husband Jacob, so the 
Lord desires her to welcome new-^omera to 
my arms. Thus are the Jformoii people welded into 
perfect iinity. • Jacinth Vill be as much my lawful 
hnd wedded wife for all eternity, as if. she had 
wasted herself on.Basil Hope.” 

He recalled the soft velvet of her lips, and thought 
of the delicately flushing cheek. 

" She is like a rose to crush,” he sighed, " she will 
warm in the bosom of. Mormon faith.” 



CHAPTER IV- 


AT THS BIDDING OF ZIBA 

c 

W HEN Jacinth had posted that letter she went 
to her father’s room at the usttal hour. He 
greeted her with an extra show of affection, drawing 
her to him with a cheery smile. 

** I am quite of your mother's opinion,” he said, 
" that all is for the best. Your engagement at the 
Loveseys' was breaking down your health. This' 
abrupt dismissal is good fortune, ip disguise." 

He attributed her rather strained look to natural 
worry at the prospect of finding herself unemployed. 

She sat down besi4e the bed, and her father started 
at the burning touch of her hand. 

” I wonder,” said Jacinth with' a nervous little 
cough, '* if you woxild help me out of a difficulty ? ” 
A look of pleasure broke ovex the sick man's 'face. 
” Need you ask ? ” he queried, looking proudly 
at the pretty flushed dhe^ of the girl he thought 
the most beautiful in the world. His love for Jacinth 
was the one bright spot in his gr^ life. H^ pre- 
sence urthe room brought histant sunshine. Eag^ly 
he awaited her omning, glad that in a week’s time riie 
would be free from service. 
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As she hesitated, he added, with a certain pitiful 
eagerness — 

Don't be afraid to ask your old dad'any favour, 
there's nothing he would not do for you." 

Jldnth took courage. Drawing a deq> breath, ' 
Ishe spoke to him with eyes averted and fingers ner« 
vously interlaced. , 

" ^il has a holiday to-day," she began in qukk, 
unsteady accents! " He was coining here this morn- 
ing, but I wrote last night to postpone his visit till 
the afternoon. I am going out directly after lunch 
for a long bicycle ride in the country with the girls 
who come hein to read. * I fixe<f it for to-day, as the 
.Lovesey children have a whole holiday on Saturday, 
so I thought 1 should not be tired. I want you to 
see Basil for me*when he calls, and break to him 
gently that 1 want to end our engagement. I don't 
know how it is, but aU my love for him has suddenly 
died. The very thought of an interview terrifies 
me. You are so tactfbl, fatheiu You will explain 
It is just 'destiny,' and he must not mind. He 
will find a better wife in time ; our love story was aU 
a mistake." • 

If the stars had fallen from heaven Mr. Abbott 
could not have been mwe surprised. For a moment 
his brain felt so staggered, be half wondered if he were 
dreaming. Jacinth's future lud appeared -so rosy, 
it* lifcmed impossible to credit she coi|ld throw away 
her happiness thus lightly. . * 
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" My dear chUd,” he gasped, ** you surely have not 
considered what you are doing. It is no small 
matter to break faith with an honest man unless you 
have good cause to change. If this hasty dechiibii 
is the resxilt of some quarrel, let me mediate between 
you. Basil would never wish to cause you pain. 
Has ' he by any thoughtless action shattered the 
golden thread of your life’s romance ? The deepest 
wounds can occasionally be healed by a few words 
of explanation.” 

At heart Mr. Abbott was a sentimentalist. The 
poetical ade of his nature had been developed by the 
daily devouring of the world’s greatest writers. He 
was determined to treat Jacinth's decision merely as 
a whim, easily overcome by practical argument. 
To his surprise the girl remained' adamant, shaking 
her head as she answered quickly : 

Basil has done nothing to hurt my feelings. The 
alteration exists entirely in myself. If I marriad 
him now I should sin agaiitst my soul. Of cour^ 
if you would rather not speak, I must face the 
difficult situation and endure a* scene. I had an 
idea it would be much easier for a man. What do 
you say ? Am I adsing too much ? ” 

* A sudden thought came to Mr. Abbott, and grew 
to strong conviction, as he gazed at his daughter's 
troubled face. Something was wrong with Jacinjtb ; 
her mother had hinted at nerves. Surdy this was 
the time to temporize. He must keep the 3n}ung 
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peofde apart, and trust that txe long the girl would 
return to her rational frame of mind before she lost 
her lover for ever. 

You are quite right, little one," he murmured 
t^dedy. "It will be easier for me to interview 
Basil. I will try to put the mattW very kindly. 
• Lying heie, I have much time for reflection; tnist 
.me to plan a suits^le scheme of action. A ride in 
the open air witb your young prot^^es will be a good 
stimulant on so ^e a day. Banish care from your 
thoughts, and who knows, when you are stronger, 
the old affection for Basil maycevive." 

, Jacinth, eageato avoid farther parle 3 dng, thought, 
instead of uttered, the one word — " Impossible." 

Kissing her fathec she left him, after whispering a 
fervent " Thank you." 

Fate favotired her afternoon’s adventure. Siting 
smiled, and the birds sang gaily, as if to bless some 
action of. purity and goo^hess. A missionary spirit 
, descended upon Jacinth. Dismissing all thoughts 
of Basil, she started off with her little flock, firmly 
convinced their expedition would be blessed. 

Ttie girb had put 5n their sm^test attire, hats 
trimmed with bright ribbons, and light costumes. 
One or two were inclined to take the affair seriously, 
others treated it as a good joke, and whispered 
irrevn^t remarks about the Saint when .Jacinth 
was out of earshot. ^ 

They found Ziba standing in a grassy hollow'. 
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apparently wrapped in deep meditation. He did not 
appear aar^e of the little company's approach until 
Jacinth was actually at his side, followed by the girls, 
who had laid down their bicycles. Then the tall 
0gure turiMd and fixed a piercing gaze upon his shy 
visitors. 

He extended a hand of welcome to each separately, 
the mesmeric hand which knew its own power. He. 
murmmed a word of greeting in his deep musical 
voice, and Jacinth noticed a look of surinised admira- 
tion pass from one to another, as her young compan- 
ions came beneath,the spell of the Elder’s fascination. 

" My children,” he said, as they stood gathered, 
round him closely together, ” you have come at a 
most propitious moment. Thjs. afternoon 1 can 
give you a demonstration of' power direct from the 
Most High. Fear not,” noting Jacinth's startled 
look. ” There is>no cause for alarm.” 

He paused, drawing IJieir eyes to his strong, 
intellectual features. His handsome, imposing pre-, 
tence worked an immediate effect, the girls felt 
embarrassed by his siqireme dignity. 

Jacinth, the ^Iceswoman, eagerly asked what 
his wmds might mean. 

”ln yonder field," he replied, pointii^ to the 
right^ ** I happened m few moments since to pass a 
f^tsy ttocanqiment. I heard a woman moanipg in a 
caravan, then the Irenaied creature rushed out, with 
tears streaming down her cheeks, and Called to one 
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of the men to go qilicUy lor a doctor. I asked 
what her trouble might be. She told me lun* little 
child of three years old had just died. 1 entered 
the poor home upon wheek, and looked upon the 
li^es^. corpse of the gipsy’s only sop. I was able 
to speak a word of comfort, tdling her that I cobid 
‘deliver the little One from deatfi’s dominion if she 
would but believe inmyApostleship. I charged her 
to detain the doctor, sa}dng that I wished him to 
behold the miracle I proposed working in the sight 
of a godly company of women awaiting me at a 
not far distant point. Ifi>-you follow in my 
Mepswecan make our way to the camp of mourn- 
ing. I shall call upon the Almighty to clothe me 
with a mantle of strength for the work I hope to per- 
form. Without doubt the answer will come, as in 
the old Biblical days.” 

His listeners grew pale, they had not expected 
this sudden note of teagedy . Some had never seen a 
^ead face, and shrank back at the idea of viewing the 
gipsy's child. The older ones, however, led them by 
'the hand, with looks and words of encouragement. 

Jacinth walked ahead with Ziba. 

■ ” Can you do it ? ” she asked tremulousfy. ** Is 
it possible you could raise the dead ? ” 

** You will see the mighty wwlcsdel^at^ to x(ie by 
Jehovah." he rej^ied. " Try to realize the startth^ 
fact that since I am able to vivify a liifeless lump of 
clay, I can also wit^ a look or word paralyse my 
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enemies, smiting them as Paul smote Elymas, the 
sorcerer, with blindness. This blessed proof may be 
specially given to convince you and your company of 
my spiritual greatness. Then, in all me«|kness, you 
will not fear to accept me as your leader, the earthly 
guardian of your souls." 

Jacinth felt her voice fade away as she tried to 
answer. Already she attributed "supernatural power 
and divine inspiration to Ziba Wayne, convinced he 
was no ordinary mortal. Secretly she rejoiced that 
the girls brought by her would undoubtedly be con- 
verted if the mira&le took place. 

As they reached the gipsy caravan, a man with a 
very professional air was descending the steps. He 
had evidently heard of Ziba from 'the child’s mother, 
for he spoke in patronizing and authoritative 
* accents. 

" It is no use “your attempting to do anything, 
my good fellow. Life is extinct, and none of your 
Mormon prayers could bring breath back to that ^ 
poor little body. You may .pray for the. child’s 
soul if you like, but I charge you in common decency 
leave the corpse alone.” 

Ziba. eyed him defiantly. 

" Are you a medical man ? " he asked. 

The stranger handed his card to the sdf-styled 
•* Apostle.” 

" With all due respect. Dr. Brown, to your scien- 
tific training,” declared Ziba Rowing, " I intend tc , 
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take this affair mto my ovm hands, and trust you 
will remain to witness the proceedings.^' 

For a moment Dr. Brown i^ipeared inclined to go, 
then curiosity overcame him, and he took up his 
pest heside the girls. , 

Ziba addressed the weeping mother solemnly.* 

" In the name of the Holiest'of Holies, I adjure 
you, woman, t9 bring forth your dead.” 

As though forced to obey the commanding voice, 
the gipsy moimted the steps and reappeared bearing 
a limp btmdle in her arms. The child was wrapped 
in a sheet, and one cold, «white hand fell from the 
•shroud-like covering. Staggering as she moved, 
th’e agitated parent regained the plot of ground 
where her strange •visitors stood. A sensation of 
ghostly terror filled the hearts of those girlish 
spectators, as they watched the unusual proceedings.* 
Ziba took the corpse from tBe mother's arms, 
and laid it on the ground in the midst of the assembly. 
> Slowly he unwotmd the sheet, exposing to view the 

body o( a beautiful little boy, snow-white as a statue, 
his ^k curls brushed off a marble forehead, his pale 
lips parted in the last death struggle. 

' Ziba stood over him with hands out-stretdied. 

"This innocent babe,” he cried, "shall be re- 
stored to life, if those who witness the miracle of 
resttvatkm will swear to believe from this day 
forth in the Mormon faith.” 

He turned to the girls, avoiding the doctor!s ^e. 
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as if he were a heathen, outside the pale of this 
saintly bargain. 

With all his force of will Ziba was waking on 
the superstitious enthusiasm and mystic passions 
of youth. £a(^ girlish head bowed assent. iS=^hile;.a 
murmured " Yes " ran from mouth to mouth, like a 
whispering wind through leaves. 

Once again the prophet spoke, this time more 
loudly. 

“ l^t Life conquer the black enemy Death. Let 
a soTil be snatched from the waiting tomb. The 
eyes of those who watch shall see the pale corpse 
wake to view once more God's blessed sunlight.. 
See,” bending lower over the child, "colour vull 
soon creep back to the ashen cheek, the limbs at 
my touch shall quiver.” 

* He passed his hands up and down ov^ the arms 
and legs of the inanimate child. Now he addressed 
the mother solely. , 

"Again you will hear the baby voice calUng. 
you by your sacred name. He will run, and laugh, 
and play as if the dust of the grave had never seared 
his garments. Hail ! I call upon all the heavenly 
host to grant the pr&yer of an apostle who supplicates 
to arrest the mortifying hand of Death. Elijah 
and §aul of Tarsus were given tlus same power. Qh I 
Child, live once mcoel Nerveless body leceive 
animation. Will those assmnbled cry alou^.' Halle- 
lujah 1 ' " 
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As his listeners obeyed, he bent to the child’s 
mouth, ta'eathing upon his lips, and* muttering 
audiU3^<^ 

*' Come back ! Come back 1 Come back 1 ” 

• A*faint stirring of the muscles, sent a 0i(^ of. 
wonder through the eager watching 
now crowding nearer. The child's eyes opened, 

■ shut, and opened, again. 

Then lifting him up with a smile of triumph, 
Ziba handed the awakened boy to the astonished 
gipsy woman. The child peeped furtively at the 
strangers, his mind filled with sh}»mistrust. Quickly 
he hid his face*on the mother’s shoulder, to escape 
the gaze of those unknown people eyeing him so 
intently. • • 

The doctor came forward, holding his hat in his 
hand. 

" Good heavens I What does it all mean ? ” 
he asked. “ You must come and see me later, sir. 
Is-it possible there are gods again on the earth ? " 
.;Sb^ replied he would gladly call at his house and 
discuss what the medical man pleased to term this 
“ amazing phenomenon.” 

- The joy of the happy mother knew no bounds. * 
Hugging her boy to her bosom, she appeared almost 
to grudge the kisses showered upon him by.Ziba's 
ecstatic followers. 

“ Shp is better left alone,” said the man, motioning . 
them awa^. ‘ 
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" Follow me back to the adjoining field, and there 
we can discuss the great goodness of the Almighty, 
who has ^own His sign through me, a pilgrim from 
the Promised Land.” 

Quite overcome by the wonder of the proceedings, 
the girls, who had hardly been able to believe their 
eyes, walked in the prophet’s footsteps with arms 
Unked. Some were trembling so violently they sorely 
needed the support of their stronger sisters. 

Ziba bade them sit down upon the grass and listen, 
while he spoke. They readily obeyed, for now his 
words appeared like gold; 

” My disciples in grace,” he said, ” it has been 
delivered into my hands to show you one of tlie 
greatest manifestations possibler in these days of 
unbelief. Were it known that I could raise the 
dead, I should never have another moment's privacy. 
In fact, I should bePobliged to relinquish my ministiy 
here and return to Zion, that land of peace and hapjn- 
ness which I pray you may some day behold. Fer- 
vently I charge and entreat you to bury wh^it you 
have seen in your own hearts, and refrain frrom noiang 
my works a^ad, lest I be driven frojnx your midst. 

- I shall call on Dr. Brown, and beseech him likewise 
to hiep h» own cotinsel. The gipsy canqi will be 
moi^ on diortly. If th^ speak of the amasihg 
deed, no one will credit the truth of their stafements. 

, Heaven gave me a sign that this innocent child' might 
i^nter existence, but it is not ^will of the Great 
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Gleaner that other sheaves He has gathered dioold 
return to earth. I fear that a curse may fall upon 
you should you refuse to obey my command. Tell, 
certainly, of the power manifested by Mormon . 
leadfim throughout the world, but breathe not the 
w>rd 'miracle.'” • 

So impressive was his manner that he easily won 
the desired promise from his adoring worshippers. 
Having assured nimself they would not dare break 
such a solemn vow of secrecy, he propounded to 
them in stirring accents the creed of the Latter-Day 
Saints. In their awed hearts ^e planted the firm 
root of budding Mormomsm, to which they stood 
vowed since his emotional bargain. 

Weary from 4 day of active prosel}rtism when 
he had finished his ^scom-se, Ziba dismissed them 
for tea, giving Jacinth a liberal supply of m<niey to 
meet their needs.* He excuse4 1^ presence by 
declaring he wished to remain in the hollow, quietly 
viewing the sunset, seemg visions, and dreaming 
dreams. Alone, he declared, he would talk with 
God, and give thanks for the wonders of the after- 
noon. • 

He permitted each girl in turn to kneel at his^ 
feet and kiss his hand before parting. !|^ farewell 
smile, with its all-embracing tendonesa,' filled,., them 
wij^ a fresh sensation of rapture. 

I'd Jadnfh he whiq>a:ed softly, Your inward 
wQl great in the Idogdom. You have gathered 
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grain into the gamer, your work shall not be for- 
gotten.” 

No soonet were his young dupes out of sight than 
Ziba hurried to the gipsy camp, and signed to the 
child's mother to join him. 

” Here is the •remainder of the money," he’ saia, 
” which I promised, to give you when your work 
was completed. Perhaps you will believe now that 
there is no danger in mesmerism. ’ You will find the 
child you allowed me to h}rpnotize none the worse 
for his unnatural sleep. My friend who played the 
part of the doctor certainly arranged the body very 
realistically. It was part of our bargain that you 
leave this neighbourhood at once, remember." 

The woman nodded assent, smiling as she fingered 
the welcome bribe. 

'* We are getting ready to go now, gentleman," 
she replied, ” we’ll be ofi immediately. I ain’t no 
actress, but my word ! I was that frightened when 
I brought Tommy out for fear you’d never get him 
back, so I was blubbering in real earnest. I wouldn’t 
care to lend him often for a mesmeric display, though 
my man knew a young fellow who made quite a good 
thing out of being hypnotized. He was what they 
*' call a right subject, but he went dotty in the 
end." 

ZU^ waited to see the departure of tibe caravan, 
making sure it took the road away from lSvei!))6ol, 
'then, joined by Elder Hoge (the pseudo doctor). 
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the conspirators drove back to the city of Mormon 
invasion. 

" The Lord has prospered us to-day/* said Ziba. 

'* You fdayed your part of medical'man with amazing 
iinesve, quite an exemplary piece of work. All is 
Air when labouring for the Gospel :* we know tljis is ' 
lawful through the blessed example of the first 
^ Joseph Smith. He was fortunately a hypnotizer 
like myself, and by the same ruse raised a young 
woman from the dead, and cured the lame, rheumatic, 
deaf, and short-sighted. My father remembers 
seeing Smith work his cures, ^d also affect his 
enemies with imaginary ' diseases. Once after a 
demonstration fighting ensued, and there was a 
good deal of bope-breaking, but since it was the 
Lord’s work the Mormon Apostles got the best of 
the reckless mob, who called them blasphemoufi 
infidels ! That was the occasion prhen Smith warned 
his tormentors he would summon fire down from 
h^ven to devour them, unless thtfy instantly desisted 
from molesting the Saints. We still carry on the 
same 'serious work* at this hour. Every day the 
Mormon ranks increase. One godly man who joined 
.us recmtly, has left a Church of England wife and ^ 
her brood to live in Utah with Mormon spouses. 
He was commanded to do so by Brother Joshua, 
and since he was wealthy, has substantially ’helped 
the cause. He came to believe thatf' the Almighty 
spoke'thiough our mouths, and wished to be led by’ 
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us, as Moses guided the chosen people to the Land 
of Promise. It is good to think he abandoned his 
heathen wife and family to go forth with the Children 
of Saints.'* 

Elder Hoge nodded his head in silent approbation. 

" We have much to our credit,” he murmured. 
'* It has always been our creed to fight the devil 
with his own weapons, and the Lord has prospered 
us. By the way, you had around you this afternoon 
a goodly company of young damsels, doubtless de- 
livered into your hands for heavenly purposes. Y our 
skilled teaching will soon lead them to comprehend 
that women can only b6 saved through their hus- 
bands. When they become the spiritual wives of 
Mormon brothers they will know the joys of our 
secret practices, and build up a future generation.” 

Ziba leant back with a smile of satisfaction. 

” We shall send a good load of human freight to 
Utah this year,” he said. ” Some of our Elders 
there preach that the girls cannot be saved by young 
men, they must marry those who are tried in the 
Kingdom. The more un^phisticated the maidens 
the better. I fear thore is trouble ahead in River- 
pool. A fierce i^wt is awakening, and we must 
walk warily, looldng for treason against the priest- 
hood. What a godly practice our Church held when 
men were righteously slain to atmie for their sins 1 ” 

Orson Hoge drew a deep breath, and the'l^t 
‘of war leapt in his narrow eyes. He r^arded 2iba 
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' throuj^ haU-cloeed lashes, with a scrutiny that could 
but flatter his companion. 

" Two strong mm like ourselves," he ihurmured, 
"may do much to silence the growing scandal. 
Though we have no intention of giving up polygamy, 
siifce the Mormon Church still holds to the revelation 
as a Divine command, we can „be careful not to 
prate about' it un^ our converts are safely folded 
in the elevated, sphere of the only true religion. 
Some brothers call me fanatical, because I bdieve 
the day may dawn when through political influence, 
plural marriages can once more be op^y revived." 

" The day is far ahead,, murmured Ziba sadly, 
" yhe day is far ahead.” 



CHAPTER V 
JILTED 

W HEN Basil received Jacinth's letter post- 
poning his visit to Briar Cottage till the 
afternoon, he crashed his disappointment. Un- 
selfishly he rejoiped in the thought that Jacinth’s 
mother had persuaded ner to take, a morning’s rest. 
Later in the day her fatigue of the previous evening 
would have passed, and the pleasme of the aftemon 
be pwfect. 

A very light-hearted young man made his way 
to the Abbotts’ .home at the -appointed hour. He 
hoped that Jacinth might come a little way to meet 
him, or be waiting at the^gate. * From the depths of 
his nature he thanked God that such love could exist 
in the human heart, a love to make life beautiful; 

His fertile braih busied <’itself with plans for 
J adnth’s future happiness. Already he had examined 
the exteri<» of snitaUe houses which mif^t some day 
welcome a bride and bridegroom to their snug shelter. 
At xCight he interestedly wrote out the exact cost of 
living in the new style necessary to married ^dignity 
Every peimy of his income must be stretch^ to its 
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' furthest limit, if the coming year were to see their 
happiness fulfilled. 

His sense of gratitude for such a tre^ure had 
never weakened with familiarity. ' His idolization 
of Jacjpth stimulated ambition, keeping him always 
cheerful. • 

. Unknown to the girl, she possessed that mysterious 
. attraction called " human magnetism." She drew 
from Basil such chiv^rous instincts and noble desires, 
•• that without an effort she changed him from just 
. an ordinary young man, to a character teeming with 
inspirational desires. ^ 

He was fully a^are that <£6 owed to her this swift 
de\telopment. 

"She has made ^a^ man of me," he told himself. 
" I might still be a thoughtless boy if love had 
not lifted me out of the ruck of lazy indifference to 
my profession." ♦ , 

Perhaps it was Jacinth’s father also who helped 
to train the lover's mind, and expand his intellect. 
Their quiet talks, which always hdd an undercurrent 
of praise for Jacinth, strengthened and finally 
eradicated Basil’s weaker points. 

No sign of Jacinth along the road, but his un> 
critical nature did not censure the omission. 

A happiness postponed perhaps was all the sweeter, 
and the sunshine, dancing before his ^es, ai^hred 
to reneht the bright light of joy dulling within 
himself. ^ 
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To his surprise, the little maid who opened the 
door conducted him to Mr. Abbott’s apartment. He 
thought, as he passed down the narrow passage, he 
would rather have met Jacinth alone in the sitting- 
room, which held such thrilling memories of heart- 
to-heart talks. 

Mr. Abbott was looking strangely pale, and his air 
of agitation did not escape Basil. Despite the mild 
spring day, the invalid’s hand was deadly cold as 
he greeted the young man. 

" Sit down, my dear boy,” he said. " I want 
a word with yo^, alone.” 

Basil’s che^ blanch^, and a^ sudden look of 
fear rose to his startled eyes. 

” Nothing wrong with Jacinth ? ” he gasped, 
feeling, as he spoke, that after his recent elation 
he could not endure the suspense should his darling 
be taken ill. 

" Oh ! she is better to-day,” stammered Mr. 
Abbott, clearing his throat. ” Still, I wanted to 
discuss her health with you, knowing how very 
reasonable you are, and how good you have always, 
been to my little girl.” « 

” Oh t it isn't goodness,” said Basil with fervor. 
” When one loves, anything done for the loved ona 
becomes self-gratification. There is nothmg in the 
world I would not suffer for Jadnth's sake." 

The words gave Mr. Abbott his (^>eniiig. 

" I am afraid you will have to sufid: now,” he 
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answered, avoiding the troubled eyes turned to him 
in questioning wonder. " There is certainly some- 
thing wrong with our J acinth. It puzzles her mother 
and me sorely. It is bound to come as a shock to 
you, who have always made her your first considera- 
tion. I hardly know how to say vdiat . is in my 
.mind. Jacinth has placed on my shouldeiis a heavy 
task, one which cap only be lightened by my strong 
suspicion that it arises from temporary nerve trouble. 
Quite unaccountably she fears her love for you is not 
strong enough to launch her on the responsible seas 
of matrimony. For a tim^it wo«ild be wise to re- 
lease her from the engagfiment, since the thought 
of it weighs on her mind, and might retard recovery. 
Perhaps, if we can pianage to send her away for a 
long change, she may return absolutely her old self. 
If you will join with us in our efforts to combat this 
strange mental phas6 by leaving her entirely alone 
and feigning to easily accept dismissal, I prophesy 
the day will soon dawn when Jacinth regrets such a 
hasty decision. Her conge from the Lovescys’ 
■is undoubtedly due td some change in herself. She 
was not able to fulfil h&r duties there, and, through 
ill-health, displeased her exacting employer. I think 
you realize the blow it would be to me if I honestly 
feared you were not to become my son-in-law. _ Let 
us try to bear with this present frail^, and instead 
of despairing, put our heads together to Hud the best 
way out of a difficulty.” 
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As Mr. Abbott’s words fell slowly on Basil’s 
astonished ears, a thousand tumultuous sensations 
made those few moments appear an eternity to 
Jacinth’s lover. Since her warm acceptance of him 
he had never ^ contemplated any change. Jacinth 
ha'd few men friends, and was so taken up with her 
teaching, that the fear of rivalry was non-existent. 
When her lips gave their promise, "those truthful eyes 
proved witnesses to the vow of constancy. Though 
he was the most demonstrative, he attributed her 
quiet manner to youthful reticence, dwelling on the 
coming days whc*n, as bride, he would draw forth 
the full reciprocity of her nature. Now he fancied 
a black cloud descended in the room, hitherto made 
bright by open windows and pale papering. 

He tried to speak, but his breath went from 
him, as if the very sap of his life were ebbing away, 
at even the hint of losing Jacinth. Without her 
he knew well enough he. was a doomed man. His 
love was so part of his existence that, robbed of it, 
the world held nothing. Ambition died, all interests 
shrivelled away ; he would be a body without a soul, 
a ghost in the universe of men. He could not ex- 
plain to the helpless invalid the full force of misery 
sweeping over his mind. 

Mr. Abbott waited tactfully in silence. He 
understood that inward battle, sympathetically 
picturing himself in Basil's place. Wliat if jacinth's 
love for her father wore on the wane ; how would he 
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feel then ? He knew the supposition to be impossi- 
ble, since a daughter’s love was grounded,in different 
soil. Jacinth’s duty to a suffering parent held none 
of the fear associated in some minds with marriage • 
and its responsibilities. 

Basil felt the thin hand laid tenderly on his arm ; 

. turning, he gripped the fingers "extended to him in 
.sympathy. 

“ If I thought,” he stammered, ” this were really 
my dismissal, I doubt if I could bear the burden of 
my life. I suppose I should go on somehow, as other 
disappointed men have dqpe, bu4 1 could never hope 
to rise above my sorrow.* You know what she is to 
me — you love her too.” 

Basil battled with his self-command. To break 
down in the presence of one whose days were stamped 
by physical infirmity would indeed be cowardly.* 
Through his own phin he remembered what those 
words inust have cost Mr. Al^bott. Jacinth was 
evidently afraid to speak them herself, she had hidden 
away, leaving the burden on her sick father’s shoul- 
ders. This proved ’that alteration had laid its 
marring hand on Hugh'Abbott’s daughter. Were she 
herself, the cruel request could not have entered her 
mind. So often she told Basil in the past, of her 
daily eSort to try and lighten the invalid’s burden. 
Her ^ consideration for both parents had always 
appealed strongly to Basil. 

Forcibly he pulled himself together, resolving 
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to profit by her example in those dear remembered 
days. 

“ You are right,” he said, " we must look upon 
this as illness, talcing all circumstances into consider- 
ation. I notic^ she looked unwell, her mothfi/ also 
knew something was wrong. What can we do for 
her health ? You *know any money I have saved ; 
is at your disposal.” 

Mr. Abbott looked touched by the characteristi- 
cally generous suggestion. 

'* My dear fellow,” he replied, ” your money must 
be saved for the home which I still believe Jacinth 
will grace. The only doctors I have much faith in 
at present, are time and rest. Our medical men 
have not yet mastered that intricate malady, nerves. 
If they had, I believe they could show me how to use 
' again this poor nerveless spine. Of course, if we see 
no change in Jacinth during the next week or two, 
we must consult some authority. Give Nature a 
chance first. J acinth is bound to miss you, and if you . 
will take an older man's advice, refrain from writing 
her a single word. Nothing piques a woman like 
indifference. If she thinks '^you do not care, and 
suspects you may possibly be interesting yourself in 
other girls, the old sentiments may more speedily 
revive. She said the change was in herself, and that 
you had done nothing to warrant such treatment at 
her hands.” ^ 

•Basil was thinking hard. £ver^ imaginable 
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possibility passed through his brain with amazing 
swiftness. Each little thread of conversation spoken 
during his last visit returned like portions of a puzzle. 
He recalled Mrs. Abbott mentioning a Mormon tract 
duopifed by Jacinth in her father's rpom. What if 
those slimy serpents had dared to approach Ihe 
^citadel of innocence, breathing corruption into the 
heart of his beloved? 

*' I wonder,” he said, " whether some influence, 
unknown to tis, can possibly be at work. I hardly 
like to insult Jacinth by even a momentary thought. 
StUl, in a case of emergency, one*must dive deeply 
into the foundations of disaster.” 

X look of curiosity passed over Mr. Abbott's 
face. He could ifbt guess the meaning of Basil's 
words. 

” Speak out all your thoughts,” he murmured ' 
encouragingly, " nothing you could say will ofEend 
me.” . . ■ 

> " I was thinking of these crowds of Mormons in 

Riverpool,” said the young man feverishly ; ” sud- 
denly there is an outcry in the press that their work 
in our midst is more deadly than we suppose. Their 
chief pr^ appears to be women and girls, who fall 
beneath insidious teaching. Their aigents are work- 
ing to sap the sanctity of home life, and breed in 
the souls of the young, moral, physi<^, and social 
ruin. Many victims are entrapped in the meshes, . 
since we know ihous^ds of European converts are 



62 THE LOVE STORY OF A MORMON 


lured to Utah. Once there, disgraced, ashamed, 
and deluded, they dare not return to the old country. 
Only the other evening I met a delegate from 
America who has lectured in England warning our 
people against Mormon machinations. His oh^ct,in 
coming was to stir up the British Government to ex- 
clude visiting Mornfon elders from this country. He. 
himself was born in the Mormon, religion, reared in 
polygamy in Utah, and rescued by the Christian 
Church. He opened my eyes to the existing danger, 
though I little dreamt I could ever suspect one I 
loved of listening to suc^ people. Is it not true that 
Jacinth dropped a Mormon tract in your room, and 
does not the dropping of it coincide with her sudden 
attack of nerves ? ” c » 

For a moment indignation welled up in the father's 
‘ heart, that any living soul could imagine his child 
capable of such * weakness. Then, as he paused, 
anxious to speak no hasty word, an icy chill of 
apprehension ran through his veins. 

A parish magazine lay on his bed. He had not 
yet digested its contents, but’ previously noticed if 
held a lecture on Mormonism. The editor had 
headed the page with a text from Titus : " Teach- 
ing things which they ought not for filthy lucre's 
sake,:* 

" I can hardly believe," declared \Si. Abbott 
nervously, " that our women here in England would 
be deluded by such impostors. Still,* just in case 
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' Jacinth has heard anything fascinating about tlieir 
doctrine, I will make a point of opening her eyes 
to-night. It is probably quite unnecessary, but 
let us be on the safe side. Even if these Mormons 
still s^etly practise polygamy, it puzzles me why 
thtey sfend shiploads of women to 4Jtah from ^ all 
parts of the world. They mufjt by now have a 
sufficiency of plural wives.” 

” That was explained,” said Basil, ” by the 
lecturer telling me all polygamists would be anni-» 
hilated, unless they controlled the laws and courts of 
Utah. Women have votes there, and to obtain the 
women’s vote these sly Mfinnon men marry the 
fr^h arrivals, feven if a woman cannot speak a 
word of their lan^age, as a wife of an American 
citizen her vote is "assured. The wives work for 
them in the fields, and the whole scheme is one for , 
enriching .the present Joseph Smith and a set of 
wealthy elders, who grind down their weaker 
brethren, ’ fattening, on their slender means. It 
’ would have made your blood boil to hear my 
informant talk.” 

Mr. Abbott declared it was a terrible scandal, 
but in no way connected the danger with Jacinth. 
He was not altogether sorry when Basil rose to go, 
since the strain of the interview told on his wasted 
frame. 

Jadnth's mother, who had kept out of the way 
on BasU^s ar^val, now greeted him with a troubled 
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look as he emerged, pale and shaken, from Mr. 
Abbott's room. She beckoned him into the parlour 
of memories, and he could see from her eyes she had 
been crying. 

" Hugh does not believe in any of this at all," 
she whispered., " He will not admit that jkeinth 
has jilted you. I am so afraid of upsetting him that 
I try to concel her strange ways. You know whaf 
you said about being mesmerized. Well, I laughed 
at the time, but I have thought of your words since, 
and I believe there is something in the suggestion. 
Jacinth moves about like one in a dream. She 
seems to be another person. I have been making 
some inquiries, and the postman told a friend of ours 
that he had seen Jacinth walking with rather a 
strange-looking man who appeared to be talking 
^ earnestly. I asked her what it meant, and she said 
there must be some mistake. Of course I ought 
not to disbelieve' her, since she has always been so 
truthful ; in fact, I have< never, known her even to 
exaggerate. I am thankful this afternoon she 
is not out alone. With her qsual Idndness she has 
taken her little reading class for a bicycle nm into 
the country." 

Mrs. Abbott was struck as she spoke by the expres- 
sion of dumb misery on the young man's face. 

" If I thought there was any sorcery going on,” 
he said, " I’d never rest till I found the fellpw and 
gave him his deserts. I suppose I must not cpme here 
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again until Jacinth reconsiders her bitter decision. 
Let me implore you to keep a sharp eye on her, and 
communicate with me if you want help. Certainly 
guard your husband as far as possible from worry 
o( afli^oyance. The canker of care is bad enough 
for us strong ones, but to an invalid it assumes 
.•more gigantic proportions. Bdfeve me, I have not 
accepted my co«g^.. I should indeed be poor spirited 
if I did not fight for a prise so well worth winning. 
Whatever happens, I shall love her to my dying hour. 
Separation will make no difference. In my eyes she 
will remain perfect. We njpst !di three guard her, 
,Mrs. Abbott. I* mean to* keep very wide awake.” 

■Already a resolve had formed in his mind. He 
would immediately seek out a first-rate detective and 
employ him to watch /acinth’s movements. If any 
foul play were on foot, he, Basil Hope, would mark* 
down the' conspirator, and spend his last farthing in 
bringing him to justice. . 




CHAPTER vr 

THE FOOLISH MANY 

W HEN Jacinth returned from her afternoon’s 
ride her mother noticed an unmistakable 
look of ecstasjr on the girl’s face. Since the raising 
of the dead, Ziba had become to her more than a 
pastor and guide. was an angel walking the 
earth, a miraculous being sent to waft her thoughts 
to Heaven. The little home and its inmates mat- 
tered nothing, since she had conomuned with divin- 
ity, witnessing the power revealed by Ziba as a 
convincing sign of his God-bestowed gifts. She 
forgot the interview was to take place between her 
father and Basil Hope, iliaking no mention of it as 
she entered Mr. Abbott’s ro. -ra. 

" I have had a glorious ride," she said, her fac^ 
still brightened by a smile of wonder. '* Oh, father, 
how I wish you could have been with us I ’’ 

As the man watched her glowing cheeks a sense 
of relief calmed his troubled brain. She looked so 
fresh, innocent, and happy, he already hoped she 
was on the road to swift recovery. Seldonr Rad he 
thought her so radiantly beautiful, ^d his heart 
ached for Basil. 
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** The poor boy has gone away resolved to leave 
you entirely to your own devices,” said Mr. Abbott, 
recalling his own counsel of the afternoon. * ” Doubt- 
less Basil will soon console himself; for a young man 
Mrith such good prospects will be looked on as a 
catch!- Marriage is not so easy noM(adays unless a 
girl has money. I made your wishes quite clear, 
‘and found it a most unpleasant task.” 

Jacinth pressed* a grateful kiss on her father's 
forehead. 

” How dear and good of you ! ” she murmured* 
** It is so delightful to be free.” 

Mr, Abbott made no aqswer. Tie closed his eyes 
4o conceal a look of disappointment : he had hoped 
for a very different reply. 

” Shall I read fcf you, father ? ” asked the girl, 
noting his pallor, and wondering if he were in pain. 

" Yes,” he answered quickly. ” Read me the 
first article in that magazine, the one about Mor- 
monism." , 

Jacinth trembled as she took up the periodical, 
quickly observing that the chronicled lecture was 
an attack on Ziba’s ^th. 

” I think, if you don’t mind," she murmured, 
” I will read something else. I hardly like the look 
of this article.” 

Mr. Abbott’s heart beat faster. He snaitched 
the paper from her hand, eyeing ho*^ critically. 

** What is the meaning of your prejudice ? ” he 
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demanded. “ Is it possible you favour a community 
notoriously immoral ? It almost makes me think 
these preaching Elders have got hold of you. and 
stuffed your head with their misleading litera- 
ture.” 

As he spoke the words of censure, Jacinth pictured 
that dead child l3dng on the grass. She could hear 
again Ziba's cry to God, and feel the thrill of that 
unexpected awakening. After such an experience, 
nothing her father could say would dispel the sense 
of awe and reverence with which she regarded the 
saintly Apostle. 

” You don't answer,” continued Hugh Abbott 
hotly. “ If it were all as innocent as they would 
have us believe, why are Mormon Elders excluded 
from Germany ? They can. ruf longer trade there 
in human flesh and misery.” 

A little shiver passed over Jacinth. 

” You know nothing about them,” she said defi- 
antly, " The Press love to stir i:,p some excitement. 
Polygamy has long since ber-n abandoned.” 

” That is your idea,” cried Jlr. Abbott, referring 
to the lecture by the official delegate from America. 
” Some one has come to open our eyes, and show his 
audience an affidavit made by a woman who was 
induced to listen to the representations of Mormon 
agents. She went to Utah, believing that prosperity 
awaited her there. Finding she had been misled, 
.and having no money with which to return home. 
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she was offered marriage by one of those so-called 
saints, although she m^s a married woman and he 
had another wife. He told her that the baptism 
she underwent when she became a Mormon, was a 
release from all former marital vows. The speaker* 
^edJt^es that polygamy to-day is rampant in Salt 
Lake City. He came to our town ’to demauid.sup- 
I pression of this immoral traf&cr because he believed 
■ Riverpool to be, the European headquarters of 
Mormonism. He alluded to a recent illustration in 
our midst of its debasing doctrines, and their per- 
nicious influence on the young and attractive woman- 
hood of our city. Listen” (oeading the printed 
. lines) ; ” ‘ Th» Mormon* Church does not prohibit 
polygamy, but commands it. The lecturer placed 
before them the aindeniable evidence of Congres- 
sional documents, and of sworn testimonies in the 
presence of American clergymen. They witnessed t® 
the immoralities p’ractised by the Mormon priest- 
hood to which the elders who tqach in the streets 
of Riverpool belong. The present head of Mor- 
i^onism, Joseph F. Smith, reaps a good salary, which 
lies at the base of tKe entire system, the exploitation 
of the foolish many tcPenrich the cunning few. They 
•cannot teU how the money goes, since no financial 
balance is struck, but his salary is said to be £400,000 
a year. The majority of young women who are led 
away to Utah believe they will mar^' respectably, 
and live as some Mormon’s only wife. To illustrate 
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what really happens, the lecturer quoted from an 
elder, who testified to the committee as follows : — 

" ‘ Where were you married to your third wife ? * 
* In Salt Lake City. There were no witnesses pre- 
■ sent.' 

" ‘ Did none of your wives know where you*' had 
manied the other one ? ' ‘No, they were not 
present.’ 

" * But did either of them know you were marry- 
ing the others ? * * Not at the time.’ 

" ' When did each of them first learn that she 
was not the only wife, but that you had three wives ?* 

‘ Two or three yeavs after, I believe.’ 

" So that polygamy is not voluntarily entered 
into by many of these girl dupes of Mormon mission- 
aries ; they are tricked into marriage by elders, in 
the belief that each is the sole and legal wife. 

" Moreover, plural wives are led to believe that 
lies, intended to conceal their immoralities, will 
elevate and glorify them in the sight of God.” 

Mr. Abbott paused that Jacinth might fully digest 
what he had read. Inwardly she was saying to 
herself — 

'* If these things were true, if Ziba were not 
» divine, he w'ould never have been allowed the su-- 
preme power of Godhead. One who could recall 
life to d. body proclaimed dead by medical evidence 
cannot be sin-defiled. He said the devil worked 
against him. I must combat the devil noW}” 
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" Have you anything more to accuse them of, 
father ? ” she asked coldly. 

“ The figures are pretty damning/'^ continued 
Mr. Abbott. " Two hundred and twenty men have 
recently adopted polygamy, and the lecturer can • 
gjv^ their names if desired, A statement appears 
in a Mormon compendium to this ‘effect : — • 

I ‘“If plural marriage is unlawful, then is the 
• whole plan of salvation throughout the House of 
Israel a failure, and the entire fabricuf Christkinity 
without foundation.’ 

" They say they did not reveal celestial marriage, 
and so cannot withdraw or renounce it. God re- 
. vealed the doctrine, and has promised to bless those 
who obey the law. By this creed no man who has 
only one wife can §0 to heaven ; he must have more 
than one, if he is to be saved hereafter." 

Jacinth sprang to her feet. • 

"I have heard 'quite enough," she burst out. 

In all religions there are good, and bad. I want 
to- look for the good in everything. If I am inter- 
ested in Mormonism, it is because it has come to me 
in its best and purest form. A Gospel undefiled, 
blest by direct guidSince from heaven ; anything 
which helps us upwards cannot be wicked, and as 
you would have me believe, a scandalous imposture. 
May not this anti-Mormon crusade be the special 
wocl^ of Satan to prevent souls ripe for salvation 
from jfalling under the spell ? Men who preachy 
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good Bible doctrine are not surely ravening wolves, 
thirsting for the bodies and souls of the innocent." 

In a moment Jacinth stood revealed to her now 
horrified and convinced parent. She was defending 
* these roving aliens and their dupes, ignoring all 
, evidence from respectable citizens. The agoAy of 
the ' thought momentarily paralysed Mr. Abbott. 
Never since the first days of bitter realization when 
he knew he might not walk again,’ had his infirmity 
so tantalized and tormented him. He felt like a log 
of flesh chained in a prison, while one he loved roved 
in dangerous paths. His adoration of Jacinth was 
so great that, evenmow^-his ideal was not shattered. 
In his eyes she was still a child, one to be guarded, 
and rescued from youthful follies. Trying to con- 
trol his fury, he spoke to her oalmly. 

" I had no idea," he said, " you had been thinking 
'seriously about this, so-called, religion. I shall not 
have much difficulty in opening your eyes to the 
truth. Our vicar is one of the greatest opponents 
to Mormonism in this city. His own communicants 
have been lured away, and the cases in point are 
public property. I shall ask him, as a favour, to 
tell you all he knows against Mormonism. The 
elders recently placed in the hands of two young 
girls, members of his congregation, a book of Refer- 
ences, in which nearly a dozen pages were entirely 
devoted to teaching polygamy in the plainest ian- 
^age, actually claiming that it was practiced by 
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■ some of our Lord’s disciples. Those who are afraid 
to advocate its principles cannot be Latter-Day 
Saints according to their teaching. All sincere Mor- 
mons, therefore, are law breakersj since they defy 
the ^vernment marriage restriction, and the mani- 
festo which was supposed to abolish pol 3 ^amy. 
When you know that I am speajdng the truth, you 
capnot refuse to give me your word never to read 
again a Mormon tract. I hardly think you can have 
talked to any of the elders. As to attending their 
meetings, if you were seen there, you would be done 
for in Riverpool.” 

Jacinth moved to the fpOt of tiie bed, and stood 
there gazing at ^cr father. Her eyes were ablaze 
with strange fire, her lips trembled as she reared her 
head disdainfully. 

“ We are never likely to agree,” she declared, *' so^ 
it would be wiser to .bury the subject for ever ; that 
is, if you care to see me in your room. Had you 
spoken more kindly, I would tell you all I know of 
a saintly man who has planted in my heart the seed 
.of eternal life. The .parents who brought me into 
this world should rejojpe that their child, who held 
religion lightly, has been so suddenly converted. 
Nothing you could say will make any difference. 
That is the one thing each spirit must judge for it- 
self, I foxmd it very difficult not to lose my temper 
this evening, only a new influence has helped me to 
master 4he anger 1 felt while you read those libellous ' 
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pages. Perhaps if we cannot agree it would be 
better for me to go away. I could take a situation 
as resident governess, possibly I might obtain some 
post abroad.” 

Stunned as he was by the numbing revelation, 
Mr. Abbott's thoughts travelled q-uickly. .bnder 
the tragic circumstances Jacinth must be imme- 
diately removed from Riverpool and its tempta- 
tions. Why not endeavour to procure her a place 
as English governess in Germany, the country which 
Mormon teachers may not enter ? 

” You are right,” he said, ” it is time to make a 
change. Your lAothe? and I will communicate 
with some good agency or adverdse in a suitable 
paper.” 

In his heart Mr. Abbott blessed the German 
Government for its strong action in forbidding the 
' presence of those polygamous naissionaries. 

Jacinth heard' her mother’s approaching steps, 
and hastily left the room,^ feeling unable to face the 
wrath of both parents together. 

Mrs. Abbott found her husband in a state of serious 
collapse. It was some moments before he could 
gasp out the tm'ible truth. 

" Our child,” he said, *' has been caught in the 
trap. She has openly confessed her attraction to 
the insidious teachings of Mormonism. It has lately 
come to light that these prosel}rtiziQg elders -must 
use all their efforts to cet converts out to Utah. If 
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. they fail to take at least nine emigrants, each must 
pay more for his return passage. There is absolutely 
no modification of this rule. It is a soul-destroying 
curse, and its foul tentacles have touched our girl. 
The news has come to me as a sickening and heart- 
renddig sorrow. If Jacinth were entrapped and 
led to Utah by these people, not only would our 
home be ruined, but it would me’an my death.” 

' He fell back oii-his pillow, livid to the lips, as 
faintness stole over him. 

Mrs. Abbott called loudly for Jacinth. 

" Go quickly for a doctor,” she cried as the girl 
appeared, ” your father is teken'ill.” 

. Jacinth ran hsftless out of the house to obey the 
injunction. ” Oh 1 if Ziba could come I ” she 
thought feverishly, and say to my father, ' Take 
up your bed, and walk.’ ” 






CHAPTER VII 


HIS MILLENNIAL STAR 

< 

J ACINTH'S mind was full of Ziba as she ran in 
search of the doctor. Fortunately he was at 
home, and hurried to Briar Cottage, not noticing 
Miss Abbott failed to follow. Silently she stood in 
the road, ponder^ing her next movements. Ziba 
would be back in Riverpool by now, and she 
had the address of his rooms. Dare she go and in- 
tercede with him for her sick father who had abused 
the Mormon faith ? If Ziba could raise the dead, 
’ surely he might restore power to Hugh Abbott’s 
limbs. Even now, her father was possibly in a 
serious condition. She had never known him faint 
before. How glorious if bo could be converted by 
witnessing the healing s*Tongth of Ziba’s ministry I 
Already it was dusk, and jacinth was uncertain 
of her way, since the saint lived in an obscure part 
of the city. 

Just as she he^tated, undecided as to her course 
of action, an empty cab came slowly by, returning 
to town. It seemed like guidance, and instinctively 
she ran forward, making a sign to the driver. He 
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looked surprised when this hatless young woman 
asked him what he would charge to Preston Villas, 
The amount was not great, and Jacinth sprang into 
the shabby conveyance, every nerve tingling with 
the ^ild excitement of this unexpected adventure. ' 

• There could be no harm, since shp went to plead • 
with a man of God for her father’s physical health 
‘and moral salvation. 

She knew well enough it was unconventional to 
call, minus a chaperone, at Ziba's private apart- 
ments. She felt convinced, however, he would in- 
stantly understand her motive, and welcome this 
sign of confidence in hi§ •liivafry. She told her- 
•self fervently h*e must not be ranked with other 
mien. He was on a pedestal, high above mortals 
whose thoughts Wfere. evil. Though she felt her 
father hardly deserved the trouble she was taking 
on his behalf, she remembered the Bible teaching,* 
that those who are despitefully'used must return 
good fof evil. 

Ziba had just arrived at his house with Elder 
Hoge ; they lodged .together, and shared a sitting- 
room. 

The two men were enjoying a late tea, when the 
landlady ushered in Miss Abbott. 

Jacinth’s manner showed confusion as Ziba rose 
with rather a startled look, glancing nervously from 
his *oiiexpected visitor to Orson Hoge. 

Th*‘ actor of the afternoon was equal to the occa-* 



78 THE LOVE STORY OF A MORMON 


sion. Quickly he furnished a ready explanation of 
his presence. 

" You will see, my dear young lady,” he said, " in 
spite of my many professional engagements, I found 
time to seek out the miracle worker of to-day^ He 
can furnish mcrwith no scientific explanation of the 
marvellous deed we witnessed when he called back 
that child spirit. I, like yourself, have been sud- 
denly converted to Mormonism by this startling 
evidence of a deed far exceeding any words. Doubt- 
less you wish to consult our friend on some matter 
of importance, so I will now withdraw, as I have 
patients waiting for my ministrations.” 

Bowing to Jacinth, the pseudo-doctor left the 
room, after wringing Ziba heartily by the hand. 

Elder Wayne breathed more freely. Just for 
a moment he had feared his trick might be suspected 
by this fair dupe. 

" What can I do for you, my child ? ” he asked, 
drawing her to the fire place»<that their figures might 
not be observed from neighbouring houses at the 
window. " I see you are agitated. Tell me all 
your trouble, and I will cari;y your burden, even 
as the shepherd bears the young lambs in loving 
arms.” 

His benevolent manner gave Jacinth courage. 
She nor longer trembled at the thought of her intru- 
sion. “ 

* . " I have had a most terrible scene withjmy father,” 
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she gasped. " Though I never mentioned my new- 
found happiness, for some unaccountable reason he 
began railing against your faith. I bore it as long 
as I could, then 1 boldly stood up for Mormon- 
ism^” 

* Ziba's lips hardened, an expression of annoyance 
crept over his face. 

" You should have held your peace, sister,” he 
murmured, " until you were baptized into the fold. 
You have now made it more difficult for me to snatch 
you from an ungodly household. Your parents 
will try to detain you, and watch your movements. 
It will probably mean on»open fight, but for the 
•Gospel’s sake you must defy all opposition,” 

Jacinth’s cheeks flushed. 

" Indeed ! ” she Replied, ” I am prepared for every 
emergency, but, if you will, you can make the path 
smooth.. My father has just been seized with i 
fainting attack, and, as you know, suffers from a 
permanent infirmity. I have come to beg you to 
return with me to Briar Cottage and heal your enemy, 
thus redeeming his .soul as well as his body. You 
can do it if you will.” 

She clasped her hands entreatingly, and drawing 
nearer, looked up into Ziba’s face with large expres- 
sive eyes of eager pleading. 

The apostle thought he had never seen- a face 
so winningly attractive. It appealed4o the passion- 
ate side oj his sensual nature with a force which 
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astonished one so satiated by feminine charms. He 
felt his brain grow dizzy with desire, as he returned 
the earnest gaze of the girl he had so easily hyp- 
notized. 

“ Come and sit here, my beloved in the Lo’-d," 
he whispered tonderly, putting his arm about her 
shoulder. 

He drew her to a couch, placing her so near him 
that he could feel the supple pressure of her form. 
Then he spoke in low, melodious tones, his breath 
playing on her cheek. 

*' You do not mean to sin,” he said, ” when you 
ask this favour at my hands. Nevertheless you 
have unconsciously committed a very grave fault. 
You ask me to set foot in an infidel household, and 
work a miracle upon one who has brought the wrath 
of God on his own offending head. This fresh attack 
of illness was a direct judgment from heaven to 
punish a blasphemer. The Almighty permitted me 
to restore an innocent child who had never wittingly 
transgressed. If I sought to work the same blessing 
on one accursed, I should bung damnation upon 
myself. We are not allowed. to succour brethren 
who have committed sins we hold to be worthy of 
death. Your father must live out his wretched 
existence, since your laws do not allow the saving 
of soul^ through the shedding of blood. We believe 
that such transgressors might have a chance' in 
eternity if their blood could be spilled on.the ^ound 
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as a smoking incense to the Almighty. Instead 
this stifi-necked parent of yours must remain a 
covenant-breaker, one of the devil's angels of dark- 
ness. In due time the sword of the Most High will\ 
be upsheathed to hew down the miserable sinner. 
Meanwhile you, my beautiful child, ubU have reached 
the circle of gods and goddesses. , I speak with assur- 
ance, because we Mormons can beat the world at 
any game, since We represent the holy priesthood, 
and have been entrusted with the keys of the heavenly 
kingdom." 

As Ziba spoke it was not his words, so 
terrifying and bloodthirsty,* that worked an effect 
bn Jacinth's mind. She was gradually being re- 
hypnotized, completely entranced by the fixed gaze 
of those fiery eyes. The sensation dazed her brain 
and she fancied the room filled gradually with strange 
mediumistic vapours. She was not alone with Ziba, 
there were angels and archangels thronging the apart- 
ment. ile held both hef hands firmly, yet she was 
barely conscious of the touch. She fancied her 
spirit was elevated, ^and, leaving her body, floated 
high above the narrpw window frame. She an- 
swered Ziba in brief affirmatives, scarcely aware 
that her lips moved. 

" Your i>eople are not for God,” he continued, 
and now his voice sounded as a judge condemning 
the * dnworthy. " They will be hewn in pieces. 
The time approaches when justice will be laid to* 
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the line, and righteousness to the plummet. I shaD 
witness that destruction, since death will never have 
dominion over me, and the Lord has promised to 
assist me in every good work." 

In her right mind Jacinth would have shuddered 
at the curse to fall on her parents. Now, those 
parents no longer existed in her life's scheme. She 
was another being, snatched away from them by 
mesmeric trickery. She even forgot she had come 
to plead for her father’s health. 

" Little one,” he whispered, " I must rescue 
you from surroundings unworthy of your spiritual 
nature. Come with me'ton land of prosperity. Let 
my love enfold you, be my wife. You shall see the 
beautiful River Jordan flowing through the rich 
valley of the Salt and Utah Lakes, a veritable land of 
, milk and honey. In your naked country, you cannot 
conceive the magic rapidity with which our vegeta- 
tion flourishes in the now firmly-established Zion. 
Mother Earth gives forth "to m:in the staff of life 
with lavish hands. In Utah you will be rich, you 
will share the joy of spiritual wi^es. Through marry- 
ing me,you will be saved from- the damnation await- 
ing you, should you die in the name of Jacinth 
Abbott. In Utah your soul can be snatched from 
f>ending ruin, if you obey my commands implicitly. 
Repeait these words slowly after me : ' Ziba’s.will 
be done, not mine. To gain my crown of Eiemal 
Life I must completely gratify his devout desires. 
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and follow unerringly in the steps of the prophet 
and his devotees.' ” 

It was not Jacinth’s voice which echoed the words, 
but the voice of some sub-conscious being, forced 
injto Existence by the powerful h3rpnotist. They were 
spoken with elation. A great flood of joy passed 
over the girl, as he gathered ‘her closer, raining 
kisses on her lips, neck, eyes and hair. She was past 
seeing through his blasphemous words, or recognizing 
the licentiousness hidden behind the term " spiritual 
wives.” 

Forced by his magnetism, , shft was giving back 
kiss for kiss. » 

•' My mate for time and eternity,” he cooed, 
crushing her closear, till she panted for breath. 
“ The sealing ordinance shall take place directly 
you are baptised. You will be mine in the new and, 
everlasting covenant, wedded in the presence of God 
and angels, a veritable celestial marriage. Under- 
stand, Jacinth, there is no provision made for women 
in .the Scriptures, their only chance of heaven is to be 
sealed to an Elder ol our Church, to reign for ever 
as a star in his crown. » I have many truths to teach 
you. God told the first Joseph Smith, in direct 
revelation, that numberless spirits were waiting 
to be bom into this world before their exaltation in 
the ;iext. Until these wraiths have entered taber- 
nacles .of- day, the millennium cannot come. The, 
All-mwciful* Father has provided a way by which 
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they may honourably find existence, the Elders in 
Israel shall seal up virtuous women, who will bring 
forth these spirits in natural birth.” 

Ziba was eager to plant all the seeds of his faith 
in her mind while the controlled brain was Slbsio- 
lutcly under hw power. He knew she was bound, 
for the moment, tct accept any statement, since she 
had no will of her own. He felt half inclined to now 
testify to the truthfulness and divinity of plural 
marriage, trusting it might abide in her when she 
returned to a normal condition. He refrained, how- 
ever, preferring to remain on the side of caution. 

*' The time is not ripe,*” he told himself warily,. 
*' The principles and doctrines by which the Old 
Testament fathers were justified shall be revealed to 
this child later. What was accounted to Abraham 
' for righteousness, stands good with present-day 
Apostles, My other wives shall keep their identity 
secret, until Jacinth has received the revelation of 
polygamy.” 

The girl lay with her head on his shoulder, her 
lips smiling, and her eyes glazed, as they stared 
into the face of this mud-besmirched Saint, 

” You love me,” he said, not asking a question, 
but stating a fact. " You were sent to earth for this 
hour... It behoves us to create as little stir as possible, 
lest the devil’s agents tear from you this divjnely 
. revealed creed. You will marry me under the direct 
command of Deity, but for the sake of Mormdnism it 
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’ woiild be wiser not to openly defy parental authority. 
I will steal you away in romantic fashion. Have 
you any suggestion to make about departure ? ” 

Ziba released the fettered brain, once again per> 
raittiug it full play. 

Jacinth felt her intellect sharperied by recent 
contact with Ziba’s infectious cunning. 

• “ I have spoken, of going abroad,” she gasped. 
“ My parents may be seeking a situation for me out 
*■ of England. Can we not turn this to account 
that is, if you really love me, and suggest 
marriage ? ” o 

. Ziba showed saAisfaction' at the bright idea. 

‘‘ My sister is in London,” he told her, ” and 
could answer any inquiries made by your parents. 
She has a great way with her, and would represent 
a lady engaging you as a governess. Thus it will all 
be clear sailing. Yoii would leave in peace and com- 
fort, without the demoralizing influence of heated 
, words or evil feeling*. When eventhally the truth is 
discovered, you will be a married woman in Utah, far 
'away from the insulfe of your heathen parents. I 
must think this matter out, and will meet you on 
your way to the Lovese 3 rs during these final days 
of your engagement there. In the meanwhile live 
in the light of love, and dream glorious dreams of our 
honeymoon in Zion. Remember I love you alone. 
You liave worked your way into my heart. You 
are my millennial star. 1 will crown you with 
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rapturous joys, you shall be wife of a Saint, the 
partner of a god.” 

He led' her to the door, and with a last passionate 
embrace bade her begone. 

” She is safer out of my sight at present,”, he 
murmured, when once more alone. *' Her external 
fascinations have .set my brain awhirl, she is fairer 
by far than any of my previous Avives. No such 
gem has yet been given into my keeping. I feel 
like the sons of righteousness, the Sethites, who saw ' 
the daughters of the Cainites were fair, and took 
them wives of aJI which they chose. These men 
walked in the laws of Gbd; thus we, Jtheir descendants, 
see no sin in the so-called crime of polygamy.” • 



CHAPTER VIJI 

JACINtH’S NEW EMPLOYER 

F or once Ziba Wayne had not judged human 
nature with his usual skilful cunning, when he 
expected Jacinth’s ’ ‘ reading girls ”,to hold their peace 
after witnessing Jiis startling manifestation. These 
young people did not straightway make known in 
their homes they hjyl fallen under the influence of a 
Mormon leader, fearing the censure of parents or 
guardians. But they whispered the weird happen- , 
ings to close friends* and confidants, who passed on 
the sensational news to other acquaintances. Many 
disbelieved those >tfhose ‘eyes had seen and whose 
ears had heard, yet others began to seriously con- 
sider Mormonism, and attend meetings out of grow- 
ing curiosity. Each hqped they might have a chance 
of seeing miracles worked in their midst. A circle 
of spiritualists got wind of the affair, and were eager 
to And the child who had been called back from 
“ the other side.” Needless to say, the gipsy and 
her offspring had vanished into the shadowy distances 
beyond Riverpool. 
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Ziba had procured from Jacinth the names and' 
addresses of those young women who had come be- 
neath the spell of his wonder-work. He arranged 
for visiting elders to waylay them all in turn, and 
supply them with Mormon literature, sayings, they 
were bound tg accept the faith, since that mirafcle 
succeeded through their promise to do so. Should 
they draw back now, God’s curse would surely fall 
upon them, making them liars to Him. 

Of course, before long those in authority became . 
aware tliat the youthful converts were favouring 
Mormonism ; then trouble began. 

The excuse came easily to their lips : ” Miss 
Abbott led us into it. We thought it must be_ all 
right, because she said so.” 

For some days Mr. Abbott remained seriously ill, 
with high temperature and continual headache. The 
doctor proclaimed him suffering from shock; the 
weak, nervous system had endured a stunning 
blow. His wife was almost beside her^lf with 
anxiety, frequently reproaching Jacinth with the 
fact that this was her worlc. In the midst of, 
the worries besetting this divided household, when 
Mrs. Abbott looked for sympathy, she received, in- 
stead, infuriated letters from the parents of Jacinth's 
prot6g6es. 

One was peculiarly offensive, which came from 
Maggie Piper’s great-aunt. • * 

” I have heard (it ran) of your Mormon daughter’s 



JACINTH’S NEW EMPLOYER ‘ 89 

* vile behaviour. If I had my way, she should be in 
prison. She traded on her birth and learning to defile 
young women of our class, and lure them away from 
Christianity. I am fortunately the possessor of a 
goc>d Education, and have read about this body of 
hypocrites and perjurers. MormonisJn is a prolific 
mother of crime, and if I can save my niece from 

• joining this shocking sect I shall spend the money I 
was going to leave Maggie in doing so. If she 
'ever speaks to your girl again, I shall send the police 
to Briar Cottage. It is a disgrace to this country 
that people should be allowed, in th* name of religion, 
to, destroy the mo*ality of paivate life and force their 
gross creed on the young and innocent by pretending 
to be the mouth pieces of God. I had an elder at my 
door one day, and he left a tract which said that 
every good Mormon must obey the priesthood in all 

, things, temporal and' spiritual. My pastor tells me 
it is thus they enslave the weak-minded, and get 
. money for their own support out of the dupes they 
lead astray. I am thankful to see our good Bishop 
here is taking up this crying evil, and, with the 
aid of his clergy, exposing the humbug. Now I 
have had my say, allow me to remain, yours 
indignantly, 

"Arabella Pipei\.” 

" PS. — ^Why not put your daughter into a lunatic 
asylum for the time ? She would then be kept from 
ruining decent folk."^ 


D * 
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This letter, religiously kept from Hugh Abbott’s 
eyes, crushed the already distracted mother with its 
home truths. She flung it at Jacinth, bidding her 
read and digest the clearly-written attack. 

" It is a mercy,” said Mrs. Abbott, ” that you are 
in communication with a lady who is going abroad, 
and wants a governess for her little girl. Ojir 
character in this neighbourhood would be gone for. 
ever, if you stayed here to disgrace us. Fortunately* 
Mrs. Wilberforce is going to Germany, where these 
wicked men cannot follow with their heresies. I am 
glad she can conr.e to Riverpool to interview you, as 
now I could not have ttusted you to go to London 
alone. The sooner you are out of England the better* 
and time may bring you to your senses. I really 
think you are qualifying for a madhouse, if you 
suppose your soul can be saved through the laying 
on of hands by this immoral Mormon sect. The 
whole fraud is based on a foolish fable. Go':pel folk 
got on very well without Joseph Smith and his 
apostles, but they are not enlightened, and have 
never been converted at all, I’suppose, as this strange 
fallacy has failed to touch their hearts 1 ” 

Her voice sliook with sarcasm. It tormented her 
to see that no gibes or arguments had any effect 
on ,the calm, immovable Jacinth. She appeared 
wrapped round by invisible armour, an atmosphere 
totally aloof from that which Mrs. Abbott breathed. 
Apparently Jacinth was no longer a membSr of her 
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home, save in bodily presence. Even her appearance 
had changed. Her eyes were wide and mystic, they 
appeared to gaze beyond vdth the light of vision. 
The coloiir in her cheeks was brighter than of yore, 
like J hectic flush beautifying a consumptive patient. 
Her manner was not one of arrogance, but martyred 
acceptance of persecution. Occ&sionally she spoke 
of the plan of salvation, based on ridiculous stories 
invented by the American impostor whose religion 
’■ called down the censure of the whole Christian 
world. 

Basil Hope found he ha<^ sonfBwhat wasted his 
money on employing a de*tective to watch Jacinth. 
Nulnerous spying eyes and whispering tongues 
were busy with he» movements. Any number of 
S5mipathizers condoled with, and yet partially 
congratulated him, on his broken engagement. 
He talked to the parents of Jacinth’s prot^g^es, 
thus discovering from them their wrath against 
Miss Abbott. Each trembled at ’the near approach 
of the Mormon wolf to their own fold, for now 
the Elders' invasion 'became a personal matter to 
each. • 

You are well rid of such a bit of baggage," 
declared one old man from whom Basil bought his 
tobacco. *‘ I can’t see why we should be plagued 
by the Yankees moral and political pestilence. It’s 
a cryin|f. evil to hear them gassing about the pros- 
perity of Utah, just ^o unsettle our boys and girls. 
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and attract dunderheads to a place which will grind 
all the lifeand purity out of them. They are prison- 
ers once they get to that hell, for I happen to know 
the Elders arrange for a loan, defra5dng the expenses 
of their outward passage. The emigrants have to 
pay interest at the rate of 8 to 12 per cent. They 
sign at the Zion Saving Bank in Salt Lake City, 
promising to pay interest. 9y this last trick 
the Church keeps a permanent hold on poverty- 
stricken emigrants who cannot possibly wipe off, the ■ 
debt. A local clergyman here published this in- 
formation. The whole thing with these Mormon 
apostles is the mighty dollar. It’s precious sly of 
them not to make collections, as a rule, at their 
meetings. They pride themselves on this, but the 
gilt is off the gingerbread when you know that imme- 
diately after baptism, all converts must pay one- 
tenth of his or her income to the Mormon Church; 
We could give up collections at this rate, where we 
worship.” 

Basil sickened as he listened, and beat a hasty 
retreat. Despairing letters from Mrs. Abbott had 
revealed to him how true hisrearly suspicions proved. 
He had tried to see Jacinth, but she resolutely re- 
fused to grant him an interview. Knowing well 
her sweet cliaracter in the past, he was more than 
ever convinced h3rpnotism had been used. The 
change in so short a time was startling .and un- 
natural. Jacinth was no linger her real self ; 
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her last letter to him fully revealed this fact. 
She told him that a new and everlasting covenant 
had been revealed to her, and that if she failed 
to abide by it, then she would be damned. She 
accd^ed him of trying to prevent her entering into 
glory. 

. Mrs. Abbott could not induce* Jacinth to go into 
her father's roofn. As he gradually recovered 
from his sharp feverish attack, the mother invented 
excuses for her erring daughter. 

" It will be all right, dear,” said Hugh's wife 
tenderly. “ You know on^ mu^ be very patient 
^Yith nerves, and ‘Jacinth is best left alone. She has 
had a charming letter from a lady going to Germany, 
who, fortunately, is able to call here this afternoon. 
When she has interviewed Jacinth, should she 
decide to engage her, I will ask Mrs. Wilberforce to 
have a talk with you. I am surfe it will set your 
mind at rest to kno^ Jacijith's employer personally. 
Once the girl is safely away, I firmly believe she 
will forget the folly of this inexplicable obsession. 
'You must not be too hard on her, since many 
others have also been* fascinated by this travesty 
of God's truth wrapped up in Gosi>el guise. Why, 
not long ago the United States Immigration Board 
published the fact that 1,200 young yromen'were 
sent • to Utah from Lancashire and Yorkshire 
alone.’’ • 

Hbs. Abbott sighed as she repeated these startling 
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figures, and her words in no way reassiired the 
troubled father. 

“ They were probably poor factory hands," he 
said, " and can plead the excuse of ignorance. If 1 
thought Jacinth contemplated leaving us for the 
vidous orgies and dark intrigues of that so-called 
Zion, I would rather see her lying dead beneath this 
roof," 

Mrs. Abbott covered her face with her hands. 

" No, Hugh," she said almost fiercely. " No, 
life at all cost. There isn't any talk of her going 
to the Salt Lake, 'she soon be safe in Germany, 
where the novel surroundings may turn her thoughts 
from this new craze." 

At that moment the maid came to Mr. Abbott’s 
door, and informed her mistress that Mrs. Wilber- 
force was in the parlour talking to Miss Jacinth. 

" She thought perhaps you'd like to hceir the 
interview, mum, so she .sent me to ask you to 
step in." 

Mrs. Abbott’s face brightened considerably. She 
feared Jacinth might exclude her from this business 
meeting. 

" Perhaps," whispered the anxious mother, " this 
is the tuming-pomt in our child's career. The 
bad 'luck may change to-day. God has sent us a 
deliverer." , • 

Her cheerful attitude helped the invalid- force 
a watery little smile. i 
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• Mrs. Abbott entered the sitting-room nervously ; 
she was always timid of strangers. 

Jacinth was wearing her best dress, and showed 
traces of palpable excitement. 

Mbs. Wilberforce was a tall, imposing woman, 
with dark hair touched by iron grey^ and a youpg, 
yet singularly hard face. The bold outline of her 
figure was revealed by a tightly fitting gown of 
expensive material.* Her whole air was one of afflu- 
> ent self-importance. 

" Just the woman," thought Mrs. Abbott, " to 
keep Jacinth well in check." , 

" I have taken^a great faifby to your daughter," 
said Mrs. Wilberforce, as she greeted Jacinth's 
mother. " I am not only anxious to engage a gover- 
ness, I also want a companion for myself. We live 
in a beautiful castle on the Rhine, and entertain the 
best people. My little girl is too young to be stuffed 
with learning. Miss Abbott will be simply required 
for elementary study, and a nursemaid is kept for 
all menial necessities. It is a very healthy life, as 
.we drive a great deal in the open air. All expenses 
paid, and everything found, should, 1 think, with 
the addition of a goo^ salary, meet financial re- 
quirements. I am very particular who I engage, 
but the letter from Mr. Panmore as to the respect- 
ability of your family was amply sufficient. He 
is such a well-known man in the world of multi- 
millionaires.". 
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Mrs, Abbott beamed vdth sudden satisfaction. 
She felt as if the cloud were actually lifting at last. 
In grateful accents she expressed her thanks for the 
kind words uttered. 

“ Jacinth has never been away from home before,” 
shp said, " having obtained a good position as daily 
governess. It was her father's wish that she should 
see something of the world, and since he is an invalid, 
it would be most kind of you to spare him a moment 
of your valuable time." 

Mrs. Wilberforce instantly smiled assent. 

“ I have the greatest sympathy for suffering,!' 
she declared. " Perhcips.1 can persuade Mr. Abbott 
that it is worth while parting with his daughter, io 
give her such an advantageous change." 

As Mrs. Wilberforce entered the sick man’s 
room, she appeared to him like some great giantess 
come to swallow up his child. He could not tell why, 
but her personality was distinctly repellent to his 
sub-conscious nature, ©utwardly she was all that 
the most critical parent could desire. For his benefit 
she graphically described her German home, with its 
glorious gardens and superb views. She repeated 
t^ain that they only moved in the most exclusive 
circles, and that Jacinth would be treated more iflcp. 
a visitor than a dependent. She condoled with the 
invalid on his permanent imprisonment, declaring 
she would write, from time to time, to teU hiin the 
- latest news of Ids only child. 



JACINTH’S NEW EMPLOYER ‘ 97 

‘ In spite of that strange dislike which baffled his 
understanding, he was bound to feel gratefpl. 

Inwardly he told himself that Mrs. Wilberforce 
was an angel in disguise for so conveniently removing 
JapiBth from temptation. If her mouth were hard, 
and her eyes like steel, it might be good for the girl 
to be imder one who apparently taiew how to rule. 

• Jacinth would never dare mention Mormonism to 
such an employer. In daily communication with a 
’weaker type of womanhood, the girl might have 
gradually spun a cunning web round the repulsive 
subject, making it palatable to her»listener. 

“ I hope you feel that your daughter will be quite 
sade under my care,” murmured Mrs. Wilberforce 
at parting. “ I am very fond of young people, 
being one of a large family. It is a grief to me that 
all my sisters are married. I shall do my best to 
make Miss Abbott ' thoroughly comfortable and 
happy.” . 

" You are really too kind,” he answered, conscious 
that the effort of seeing a stranger told on his wasted 
system, leaving him lifhp with fatigue. 

As the door closed h« lay with his eyes shut, his 
brfun paralysed by the thought of parting. He 
realized with inward bitterness all Basil Hope 
had endured when Jacinth's love failed. Then the 
father felt asstured no such disaster could fall upon 
his own shoulders. Now both men drank of the same 
cup. 
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Mrs. Wilberforce was persuaded to have tea in 
the homely parlour of Briar Cottage. She an- 
nounced her intention of walking to the station, as 
she was very fond of exercise, and drove so much in 
London. She asked Jacinth to accompany 'Tipr, 
not being surfe of the way. 

Mrs. Abbott watched with pleasure the two 
figures vanishing down the road, talking animatedly, 
the girl’s face alight with smiles. 

" Already the new influence is working its effect," 
thought the mother thankfully. '* How good to 
turn Jacinth's mind to a fresh channel I She cer- 
tainly made a great imprfession ; it was her beauty, 
I suppose." 

The woman and girl were no sooner out of earshot 
than the stranger took Jacinth's hand and pressed it 
confidentially. 

" My sister to be," said Hestw Wa5me earnestly ; 
** the Lord has certainly favoured us this afternoon. 
The part I played was justified as a means unto an 
end. We are permitted to stray from the paths of 
truth if, by so doing, we are furthering the destiny 
of one about to be sealed to Mormonism. Your 
meek spirit of submission will reap its own reward 
if you hold fast to the faith, fulfilling the designs 
of y<fm creation. Abide by our laws, and you 
shall dwell in the celestial courts where exalta- 
tions and dominions are reserved for the blessed. 
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You will go down to your grave in peace, and rise 
up in triumph, Jto taste the resurrection of the 
just, made perfect through Ziba, your saintly 
husband.” 




CHAPTER IX 
MARRIAGE BROKERAGE 

J ACINTH listened to Hester Wayne’s words with 
reverent awe. Ziba had said his sister was a 
most godly woman, doing a great work in London 
for Mormonism. He added, she had never married 
herself, being continuzdly busy arranging happy 
unions for other people. She would act towards 
Jacinth as a mother until she became legally her 
sister-in-law. 

“ How soon can my wedding take place ? " asked 
the future bride with fluttering pulses, betraying a 
note of breathless anxiety. 

Hester looked at her sharply. 

“Are you so eagerly awaiting the day?*’ she 
queried, veiled sarcasm hidden in her words. 
Jacinth’s eyes drooped. 

“ I love Ziba," the girl acknowledged, " not only 
because he is so handsome and clever, but also on 
account of his supreme goodness. It seems almost 
too great an honour that he should deign to make me 
part of himself. Sometimes I think it .will be like 
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nanying a god, for I have seen him work a miracle 
of surpassing power. I wonder he does not consider 
himself above anything so mortal as marriage.*’ 

The girl recalled, as she spoke, the ecstasy of Ziba’s 
kisses, and the burning magnetism of his touch. 
In %er fevered dreams he appeared as a mighty piL;,. 
lar of fire, a spirit grand and wonddtful, something 
•superhuman, immeasurably great. 

• Hester's hard lips parted in a smile as she played 
up to the girl's infatuated notions. 

" You must try to make yourself worthy of his 
conde.scension," she declared, noting afresh the grace 
and beauty of Jacinth's young figure. " If the love 
Shoxild be more* on your side than his, you must 
retnember how much he is occupied with religious 
affairs, and obey completely a being so far superior 
to yourself. In time you may become perfected 
through his saving grace. I only hope you will, 
prove a treasure to' your husband and a glory to his 
offspring. You must patiently bear the souls of men 
to- people other planets, while eternity- comes and 
goes, since this is life everlasting. That is one article 
of our creed, and I hope you wish to live the Mormon 
religion, and bend before a sense of righteous 
duty." 

.Jacinth noticed Hester had not answered her 
question as to the probable date of marriage.^ Diffi* 
dently she referred to it ^ain. 

" Your brother is imcertain as yet whether the 
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wedding ceremony should take place in England or 
Utah. Of course he would like me to go through 
the Endowment House in Salt Lake City, in which 
case he said you would chaperone me on the journey. 
He spoke of my staying first for a short time at your 
residence in South Tottenham." . 

fi^iss Wayne 'narrowed her eyes, and her face 
became sphinx-like us she replied — 

" The house is not exactly inine, I am only a 
worker in it. Elvaston is the London Mormon 
headquarters. We sell a large quantity of our 
literature there. Lots of people constantly come 
and go — it is indeed a busy centre.” 

Jacinth's eyes glowed, she yearned to work in the. 
field, and her enthusiasm was palpable to the oldfer 
woman. 

" Oh, I shall love to join you,” she gasped. " Do 
.describe the place to me that I may picture it while 
I am counting the days to departure.” 

Miss Wayne humoured her desire. 

" It is a substantial three-storeyed building, and 
covers a large area,” she said. ” In the lower part 
we have workrooms for girls. We hang a sign out- 
side, on which is written, * Girlfl wanted, age fifteen, 
for finishing.’ We get young women to work in- 
there, till we are ready to ship them to the States. 
They are sworn to secrecy, and forbidden to answer 
any questions. Only the other day a man, whoin we 
believed to be an anti-Mormon spy, asked two of 
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otir girls how many were at work within, but they 
both refused to give any information.” 

The speaker did not add that the window panes 
were painted green, so that passers-by could not 
possibly see inside. 

‘^*We hope,” continued Hester, " to convert.^, 
numbn of Riverpool girls. You eannot imagine 
Jiow I have brightened the lives of many young 
people who could not possibly expect to marry in 
England. You have not enough men to go round 
this side, and girls without fortunes do not get a 
proper chance. Of course you are especially favoured 
since Ziba is one of our leaders, ^nd a man of great 
influence. In ^ime he will place in your hands 
the keystone of Mormon power,” 

Her words puzzjed Jacinth, but something in 
Hester’s face forbade any further questioning. 
Suddenly she became aloof and mysterious, since 
she had no idea as yet of preaching the celestial 
marriage doctrine to a mere novice. Well she knew 
this impressionable young soul .was ripening for 
fanatical allegiance. Hester little doubted Jacinth 
would eventually be reconciled to their great system 
of patriarchal unions. 

” The followers of /oseph Smith,” continued Miss 
Wayne proudly, ” are among God’s noblemen. 
Contact with Ziba will develop in you the principles 
of purity and submission. I am not really on my 
way to the station now. I am staying the night with 
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my brother, in order that we may talk over the date 
of your removal.” 

Jacinth gave a sigh of satisfaction. 

" My home has become very difficult,” she con- 
fessed. " You see, my father remembers the days 
jsthftn Mormons practised polygamy, just like 'the 
men of God in 'the Old Testament. He refuses to 
believe all that is altered now. I am sorry it was 
ever an article of Mormon faith, since it hinders the 
work, giving scope for lies.” 

Hester bridled visibly, she seemed to grow taller, 
looking down disdainfully at the slim figure so 
ethereal in contrast to her own. 

” It is a beautiful idea in theory,” she replied. " It 
represented order, unselfishness, and morality when 
practised imder Church authority. The Saints, 
filled with righteousness, deemed it lawful to lake 
^many wives, in order that their seed might be scat- 
tered broadcast on the earth. The hindrances of 
law have interfered with a divinely ordained edict. 
Women were made less selfish by polygamous life. 
Their one-sided desires had to be restrained, whilp 
jealousy, bred of the devil, was necessarily curbed. 
I shall hope when you are at ,Utah to take you to 
Forest Dale, a suburb of Salt Lake City. You may. 
occasionally enjoy a holiday there. Its community 
is exclusively Mormon.” 

Jacinth wondered why the words were accom- 
panied by a low laugh, which echoed some hidden 
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thought. She fancied that pleasant memories welled 
back into the woman’s mind. Evidently Hester’s 
days had been happy ones in Forest Dale. • The inno- 
cent English girl could little dream that the place 
allty^ed to was the so-called '* lambing ground ” for 
the bringing of polygamous childrenjinto the worl3l 
The patriarchs, elders, and bishops of Mormondom, 
when unborn souls are about to be ashered into the 
community of saints, send, their plural wives to this 
convenient suburb, where they can evade the law of 
t 3 n-annical man, which seeks to prevent the entrance 
of these spirits into existence. A feminine stranger 
in their midst need answer no awkward catechism, 
the child that is*born to her arrives unquestioned. 
When in due time the mother returns with her in- 
fant, who is unrecognized by the State, she resumes 
her maiden name, though living in the house of the 
saint who is the baby's father. His excuse is that * 
he must obey a holy revelation, rather than earthly 
laws forced upon him by ungodly n\en. 

“ May I come with you to see Ziba ? ” asked Ja- 
cinth shyly, " our matings are so few and so secret 
that sometimes my love seems starved. I am sure 
he would not mind if ydu have no objection.” 

■ Miss Wayne frowned ominously. 

'* I am sorry, my dear child, to see you errmg on 
the side of unmaidenly forwar^lness. If my bf other 
had Vnshed you to visit him, he wouh} have made 
his desire known to me hrst. We have much private * 
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business to discuss, you would be greatly in the way.” 
A deep flush of humiliation crept to Jacinth's 
cheeks. She wondered if, after all, she should like 
this severe sister-in-law, whom Ziba had praised so 
^hly. 

" Any way,”,she thought, ” when we are married, 
I need not see much of her. She is useful now as a 

e 

convenient chaperone when I break away from 
Briar Cottage and go to London with Ziba. Per-' 
haps, like many relations, she a little resents his 
love for me, seeing I am so much younger than herself. 
At least I must not forget her kindness in personating 
the imaginary Mrs. Wilberforce to-day. She car- 
ried the scheme through beautifully. Ziba said she 
would.” 

Still a little piqued by H.ester’s past utterance. 
Jacinth declared it was time to return. Hester 
made no protest, saying she knew her way perfectly 
well, having often’been to Riverpool. 

Jacinth half expected a sisterly kiss, but a stiff 
handshake was all she received. 

" Thank you so much for \krhat you have done 
to-day,” said the gii l in parting. 

Hester could not resist one Mst rap as she answered 
sharply — 

** Of course I did it for my brother's sake, since 
you were an entire stranger to me. You are indeed 
blest that it has pleased him to open the doori»f the 
heavenly kingdom, and admit you as one of otii;^ve» 
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■ In Utah you will meet the finest set of people on the 
face of the earth; they have hewn down their 
enemies with a sharp two-edged sword. Of course I 
speak figuratively. I need not wish you happiness, 
for^since Ziba has selected you. it is 3murs alre ady. 
You will join the three hundred apd seventy-five 
thousand men and women, who k^ow that our pres’ent 
leader, Joseph F. Smith, is in direct communication 
with God. These peopl^ have greater political 
, power than any million in the United States, since 
they are an unit. They follow the will of their 
prophet, and this is the backbone of the Mormon 
Empire. Be proud of your sisterhood with us, but 
not so proud thal you forget to bend your head to 
Ziba’s commands." 

She turned away, and Jacinth, still in the throes 
of Elder Wa3me's imcanny influence, watched her 
hurr}ring to his abojde with envious eyes. 

“ It was cruel not to take me,” tlie girl murmured 
rebellioudy. " Perhaps she did not realize that 
heaven opens to me when I am in his sight." 

Slowly Jacinth retraced her steps, but before she 
came in sight of Briar Cottage she heard a panting 
sound behind her, and*tuming, found Maggie Piper 
following in her wake. 

"T simply must speak to you. Miss," she gasped, 
“though Aunt Arabella would well-nigh miu'der 
me if ^e knew. All my people are like furies over 
this Mprinon job, but I mean to stick to it, come what 
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may. I wanted to thank you for putting me on to a 
good thing. I am to meet an Elder in London tfdio 
is a first-rate fellow. We have been corresponding 
daily, introduced through Elder Wayne. First we 
^charged photographs, and he's just the style of 
man I like. He says he will take me to theatres, 
and give me the time of my life. We are to be 
married in the Mormon religio'h. He tells me it is 
real splendid out in Utah, the women have it all 
their own way there. A lady is taking me to London 
to-morrow, some relation of Elder Wayne's — a sister, 
I think.” 

Jacinth caught her breath as she clasped Maggie 
Piper’s hand. 

” Oh I Maggie,” she whispered, glancing fearfully 
round, ” I don’t like the way you talk. You seem 
to forget the religious side. I wanted to save your 
soul when I led you to Mormonism.’.' 

" That may come later on,” replied Maggie con- 
solingly, sorry if her words had hurt Miss’ Abbott. 
” You see, it's different for us girls who stand all day 
behind the coimter, and don't get any fun out of life, 
to be offered a good h<wne and a well-to-do husband — 
it seems like heaven. I wfis always one for ad- 
venture, so I could not throw up such a chance. 
Although my future husband seems so fond of 
gaiety; he scatters his letters wkh a lot of texts. 
The Mormons even kneel down and pray at dances 
‘ in Utah, so that would suit you, miss. Maybe we 
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shall meet out there, for my man tells me he heard 
you were coming along with Elder Wa5me. I 
am of age, so no one can stop me ; but tbm-e will be 
ructions at home." 

Jacinth paled as she listened, suddenly cons^iu 
of the vast responsibility on her own shoulders. 

" It’s rather a terrible idea," -^he replied, " start- 
ing oft to marry a man you haven’t seen. It’s 
different for me, fdr I Icngw and love Ziba Wayne. 
After his marvellous miracle I felt I could trust him 
to the end of the world, I learnt he was able to save 
me in the after life. But you are daring, your plan 
appears terribly^rash." • • 

• ^aggie laughed gaily as the evening breeses 
played through her luxuriant hair. 

" If I don't take to him, they say they will find me 
some one else ; it's just like a matrimonial agency, 
only you pay nothing in advance. I shall refuse 
to be baptized unless they get nie a chap I fancy. 
Not that I’m difficuit to please — ^beggars mustn’t be 
choosers, and I've not had a single proposal in 
Riverpool." 

Jacinth still appeared grieved as Maggie poured 
forth her frivolous idSas. 

" You are only looking on the earthly side at 
present,” said Miss Abbott softly ; ** I shall .make it 
a special prayer, Maggie, that the good Eldem may 
plant*the seed of life in your heart. Are you going 
first to South Tottenham ? " 
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Maggie nodded assent. 

** That’s the shop. Elvaston is the name of the 
house. Won’t Aunt Arabella be wild ? She is 
awful at letter writing ; she’ll write to the papers as 
^ure as a gun 1 I may turn out quite a celebrity. 
Who knows they won’t be wanting my picture fw 
the illustrated we^dies.” 

“ I have not seen any other of our * reading girls ' 
since the bicycle ride on that great afternoon. Have 
they been converted too ? ” asked Jacinth 
eagerly. 

“ Some seem to be more or less,” Maggie replied. 

'* But I don’t know if they’re willing to start off 
and do the thing properly. Some have sweethearts 
here, and won’t throw them over. I am told Mr. 
Hope is leaving Riverpool ; folks say he can’t stand 
the place now you’ve given him the go-by.” 

The words were scarcely out of her lips when she 
received a stunning blow on the shoulder from an 
umbrella. Turning in startled surprise, she found 
herself face to face with her Aunt Arabella. 

The old woman was dressed in early Victorian . 
style, a circular bonnet framing her whitened locks. 
She quivered with indignation as she looked from 
her niece to Jacinth. 

” A timely meeting certainly,” she cried, ** since 
Maggie* has been strictly forbidden to so much as ex- 
change a word with you. Miss Abbott. Do you know 
it were far better if the Biblical millstone had^been 
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hung round your neck before you offended all these 
little ones ? ” 

Maggie giggled audibly. 

” I don’t call myself so very little, five foot seven 
in<ny stockings. It isn't fair, aunt, to blame^Qn 
to Miss Abbott, after all the interest she's taken in 
me and those other girls. I was only passing the 
time of day, and. apologizing for your behaviour in 
writing to Briar Cottage/' 

Mrs. Piper gave a pronftunced snort of indignation. 

" I have just called personally on Mrs. Abbott 
to ascertain ifshe had yet put you away,” addressing 
Jacinth fiercely., " The girR of this neighbourhood 
are not safe while you coerce them to take the wrong 
turning. I was glad td learn from your mother that, 
at any rate, you are to be shipped out of the country. 
It would serve you right to go to Utah instead of^ 
Germany. Only those who have,had a taste of the 
Mormon slavery know what it really means. No one 
will pity you when’your eyes are bpened to the dis- 
grace, and mortification of that sinful set.” 

She seized Maggie by the arm, dragging her away 
as if Jacinth’s presence contaminated the air. 

Maggie looked back with a knowing wink, ex- 
I^essive of her flighty sentiments so openly stated 
to 'the promised wife of a Mormon saint. 

Jacinth sighed deeply and clasped her hands. 

” The school of persecution,” she told herself,^ 
** is arhard one, but it fits the soul for godly sacrifice. 
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Ziba said I must suffer patiently, and never answer 
back. My days of endurance are numbered now. 
Soon I shall be with the elect in the safe haven of 
Elvaston House.” 



CHAPTER 

THE BUFFETINGS OF TTHE DEVIL 

B asil was reading a regretful letter from his 
employer on receirag the resignation of such 
a promising young manager. 

Although you havelhad some private trouble/' 
wrote the owner of the ttusftess, " which makes this 
neighbourhood distasteful to you, are you justified 
in throwing up a good salary, seeing that work is so 
scarce nowadays ? I will gladly recommend you, 
but fear it is not in my power to find you another 
berth. If you care to reconsider your hasty deter-*"^ 
mination, you are at liberty to do so, and I shall not 
engage any one dse for a few days." 

Basil was touched at this proof of esteem, but as 
far as finances went, he now felt callous. With his 
life robbed of love, with no one to work for, it mat- 
tered little if he were 'obliged to sink back to a minor 
post. His talents were sufficient to ensure him 
finding work at a lower salary, and the thought of 
remaining at Riverpool now became intolerable. 
He had only himself to consider, bein^ an orphan, 
with no brothers or sisters. He contemplated, If 
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Jacinth left England, and he could be of no further 
use to the Abbotts, joining a bachelor uncle in the 
G>lonies, who had grown wealthy in commerce. 
For years the two had regularly corresponded, and 
in bis last letter Uncle Roper spoke of failing health 
— writing in a particularly affectionate strain. He 
declared Basil was < his only link with the old coun- 
try, he hinted he would be glad to see his nephew 
before he died. \ 

Reading between the lines, Basil suspected the . 
writer felt the first waminf s of some mortal disease. 

" I will go out by the n<.xt boat,” Basil resolved, 

” if, as Mr. Abbott say5. Jacinth is safe in Germany. 
Who knows what the years may bring forth ? I 
shall tell her I am building u}> a. home for her there, 
should she ever change her mind.” 

He sat down to answer his late employer before 
writing to Roper Morton. 

He had only penned a few lines when his landlady 
informed him Mr. Carson wished to see him. 

Basil rose excitedly. Perhaps Carson, the detec- 
tive, had some fresh news concerning Mormon tactics. 
He was no longer employing Carson to watch Jacinth; 
three da 5 rs of tlmt proved more than sufficient to 
assure Basil he had not misjudged the girl. His 
short acquaintance with Carson had, however, placed 
them on friendly terms, the latter feeling a genuine 
sympathy .for the young man whose future had 
been w recked by *his Mormon scourge. 
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*' I have not come on business, Mr. Hope," said 
Carson, as Basil shook him warmly by the hand. 

" I only looked in to see how you were getting on, 
trusting things might be going better now. I should 
be really glad to hear you and Miss Abbott had made 
it up again." • 

• Basil sighed as he drew a chhir forward for his 
visitor. 

" I am afraid that is :^ore than I can expect at 
’ present," he answered samy. “ Her father tells me 
she is going with a ladylto Germany as governess 
to one little girl. He Kvqjs in the fact that no 
proselytizing Elders are aalowed in that country.” 

• "CS’sbn wrinkled his, brow ; he had a peculiarly 
expressive face. 

" It seems highly improbable Miss Abbott would 
consent to go to Germany, of all places, at this time. • 
You cannot imagine what tricks these Mormons are 
up to, and it looks to me very like a plot to get her off 
to Utah with one of their batches of human prey. It 
roighf be wise if you warned the parents to make very 
sure she really is bound for the situation ostensibly 
arranged for. She is still undoubtedly under the in- 
fluence of Ziba Wayne, one of the cleverest recruiters 
in .the Mormon ranks. Don't think I am fishing for a 
job ; if you set your mind to it, you could dq.detec- 
tive work yoiirsdf. Find out when she is leaving 
Briar Cottage, follow her up to London, and see 
whe^ she goes. Ypu may have an eye-opener, .bnt 
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perhaps you have ceased to care sufficiently to take 
the trouble." 

Basil Hope paled as he listened. He could not 
tell this man how desperately he cared. His was 
nof a love to die at a single blow. It had grown 
with years into* strong dominion. Now the protect- 
ing element added to its diivalry. The fact that 
Jacinth was weak failed to turn his love into scorn. 
She appeared to him likeV child lost in some magic 
forest of evil, caught in cbils he could not unwind,* 
entrapped by alluremenis unknown to himself, 
little dreamt of by tlioge Yho criticized her harshly. 
His love pleaded extenuating circumstances, finding 
excuses even in the darkest hour of his misery. 

He never thought of her as really faithless. She 
was like some dear one* suffering from temporary 
insanity capable of cure, a sick soul in the throes of 
delirium. . 

“ Your words are well worth consideraiion,” 
answered Basil gratefully. " I have not the heart 
to frighten that already distracted couple at Briar 
Cottage. I can discover all I want to know without ’ 
their suspecting tlie reason. . I shall say I want a 
last word with Jacinth in London, if possible, before 
she leaves. I know they will gladly give me. all 
particulars of her departure, since they are most 
anxious to make matters right between us.” 

< ” In the meanwhile,” murmured Carson ‘slyly, 

“ Shan you let that humbug Wayne go shot fre^ ? If 
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he had come between me and my girl, I know exactly 
what I should have done.” 

Basil pressed him to explain his meaning, half 
guessing what he would say. 

‘^Well, of course, this is terribly unprofessiottal,” 
Carson acknowledged, ” and if you 5ct jon the sug- 
gestion, never quote me should Vou be found out. 
The law is very fair, ai^ even if you were had up for 
assault, Wayne would ngl get heavy damages. I 
."should like to see some one overtake him on a 
lonely road and horsewhip the fellow soundly. He is 
a tall chap, but you are v^ giuscular, too. I know 
which I would back. Bullies are often cowards, 
>nd-fltrone really manly would be snaring young 
women away in that underhand fashion.” 

‘A fierce light shone in Basil’s eyes, revealing to 
tlie speaker his desire for revenge. 

‘ I’ve thought~of it many times," confessed 
Jacinth’s.lover ; " in fact I was only .waiting until my 
resignation had been accepted at the works. I felt 
in case of trouble I had better be a free agent.” 
• Carson had only a few minutes to spare, and rose 
with a chuckle of satisfaction. 

" Well, it's the first time I've given lawless advice," 
he said in farewell, " but if more people took such 
matters into their own hands, there would Ik less 
chicken-stealing." 

He ^giused, suddenly remembering an •important 
fact. ^ • 
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“ You know, we’ve got these fellows under our 
eye, and .Wayne is addressing an open-air meeting 
in the suburbs this very night. He will probably 
be returning home as usual about ten o’clock, by way 
of "Beechy Lane. If any one happened to hang 
about there it's a lonely spot, and the Saint might 
be caught off his ^ard.” 

He left Basil deep in contemplation, impatient 
for the hour when pu^shment could be admin- 
istered to the man who (had ruined his life. 

Jacinth dared not atter^ the meeting, though she 
yearned to see more of Zi}ta. He wrote it would be 
unsafe, and might delay her departure by making 
fresh trouble with her parents. ^ 

“ You must be wise as a serpent, if harmless as a 
dove,” he wrote to his' future wife. ” Your best 
plan now is to say little of Mormonism, and humour 
your father as much as possible. In blinding the 
eyes of tliose who would hold you back from the 
faith, you will be furthering th^^ ends of justice, and 
making the path, easier for tne Lord’s anointed.” 

Jacinth took his advice, and with a chastened air ' 
crept to Mr. Abbott’s room. After inquiring for 
his health, she talked much of Mrs. Wilbcrforce and 
her future life in that safe castle on th e Rhine. Easily 
deceived, he thought her so full of the new project 
that possibly the Mormon demger was passing. 

Nearly all Jacinth’s ” reading girls ” attended 
the meeting arranged that evening by Elder Whyne. 
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' They were not disappointed in his eloquence. Apart 
from expounding the articles of faith, he dwelt much 
on the wonders and delight of a journey to Utah. 
He described the great bridge, a masterpiece of 
ardhitecture, which for twenty-foiu: miles csosses 
the Salt Lake. He likened this powerful bridge, to 
the spiritual structure of Mormonism, by which they 
could pass from the valley of lost souls to the safe 
haven of Zion. He pic^red the beauty of that 

• vast stretch of water somir eighty miles long, jewelled 
by islands of solid roc'j. " The mountains, like 
God’s sentinels,” he crit 1, “ rear their sun-flecked 
peaks to an azur^ sky, bin remember, you men who 

scarce in this country, those heights do 
not stand for beauty afone. They are peopled with 
busy miners who glean from their fastnesses iron, 
quicksilver, zinc, jasper, alum, and coal. Come , 
to Utah if you WDuld be rich upder the Mormon 
banner, and thank God for drawing you to our 
mighty Temple, which holds a thousand worshippers. 
This building took forty-six years to plant in our 

• midst." 

He did not add that those who joined the Saints 
would find that the payment of tithing absorbed an 
appreciable portion of their gains, dues made heavy, 
since they secured a future residence in heaven. 
Ziba knew if he were honest with his listeners," giving 
them* a clear statement of facts, that Utah would, 
lose ^its elusive charm. He might have boldly 
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informed them that the city was divided into wards, 
while each bishop presiding received one-tenth of 
the tithes’of that ward. Also, that the first Sunday 
in every month was a fast day, the saving being 
paid to the church, those who refused to fast pacing 
double. All must contribute to this compulsory 
fimd. 

Maggie Piper saw visions, as she listened, of 
the fleshpots of Eg5T)t. . She was leaving River- 
pool next day with Hester Wayne, who had com- 
plained of feeling too tiren to attend the suburban 
gathering. / 

In conclusion, Ziba preclaimed that angels were 
not permitted to descend from heaven and tcsr£h.the 
people, but this power had been delegated to Mor- 
mon Elders, who were -the- direct recipients of -a 
precious charge, namely, the Everlasting Gospel. 

“ We represent ra3?s of living ’ light,” he cried. 
*' When St. John declared, in the Book of Revelation, 
that he saw an angel with this same Everlasting 
Gospel, he meant Joseph Smith’s angel with the 
golden plates. Take care, therefore, that before the 
Mighty One shall descend from on high to wind 
up the history of the world, ye accept the Book of 
Mormon by which eternity alone may be gained!” 

One man who had come from curiosity, and was 
in reality a church-goer, turned to Maggie Piper, 
reading tl).e intense excitement in her face. > 

*' The whole idea,” he whispered, ".is al^utely 
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pagan. I never heard a more human concoction 
evolved from the imagination of Mormonism’s 
fotmder. I hope you are not going to accept this 
trayesty of a great truth. AU the fabric is faulty 
and incomplete.” , 

" Maybe,” murmured Maggie, yith a Shrug of I’ler 
shoulders, “ but they are bound to spout a lot to 
keep well advertised. I’m^oing most likely to Utah 
myself, but am not delud^jd into thinking I shall find 
lit a spiritual Paradise. |[ want earthly comforts, 
they are good enough in me. Money is flowing 
there, and it's easy to fii^d a rich husband." 

.The man looked amazed at her credulity and 
igfiSrance. « 

'* That’s the lay,*’ he nauttered, " to wile silly 
young girls like you from home and safety. For 
my part, I would Jike to clear these agents of the 
.Mormon plague right out of Rivirpool. You are 
hurrying io the gates of hell, young woman, and 
you’ll know this to your cost wiien you find your- 
self thousands of miles away in a strange land.” 

He turned his back disgustedly on Maggie, who 
received his words with a smile. 

I wish,” she thought, " Elder Wayne would 
ask me to walk home with him, but he’s such a one 
for being alone. I suppose those grand words'take 
a lot of thinking out.” 

As xisual Ziba waited till the whole crow^ had dis- 
perse(r^oreVet;uming to the city. He was tired 
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after giving a full hour’s discourse, and did not wish 
to talk. As he wended his way homeward by the 
quiet route, he indulged ecstatic thoughts of Jacinth’s 
beauty, a treasure to be shortly delivered into his 
lustful hands. . 

*' How she adores me ! ’’ he murmured, " and 
what a complete mastery I have obtained over the 
fair young thing ! She^will lie in my arms like a 
trusting lamb. I will tHch her the real meaning 
of love." \ 

So absorbed was he in {'contemplating his honey- 
moon with Jacinth, he di^. not hear a soft step behind 
him, the tread of one in noiseless shbes. His attacker 
emerged from the shade of a hedge, and carried 
his arm a stout whip., B^ofe the saint realized 
anything unusual had occurred, a volley of stinging 
cuts rained on his face and shoulders. Blood spurted 
from his lips, as he wildly fought the swinging thong,^ 
shrieking aloud in terror and pain. So nimble was 
his assailant that he dodged the return blows with 
the skill of a^ matador evading an infuriated 
bull. 

" You infernal villain, take this, and this, and 
this," cried the voice of the unknown, as now the 
whining elder fell on his knees to entreat mercy. 
For a moment the punishing hand was stayed, 
fearing to thrash out Ziba’s miserable es^tence. 
Though stifi and smarting from the chastisement. 
Elder Wayne took advantage of the merdft^ pause. 
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Springing to his feet, he ran for his life, never 
halting till he was once again in the hauilts of men, 
a dilapidated and disfigured apostle, bearing in his 
bc^y what he afterwards described as the buQeting 

of the devil. • 

^ • 

Oddly enough, the police hejyrd nothing of this 
'night attack. Conferring with Elder Hoge and 
some other brethren, th^ now terrified Mormon 
saw fit to bury in oblivion an assault which some 

• ’might call justified. ‘ 

" I fear,” declared Ziba, " the cowardly cur may 
prove to be Miss Abbott‘s en-fianci, and of course 
he would state hil case from the anti-Mormon point 
tff View. Besides, I was too unnerved to trace the 
fellow's features, though sqme day I may be given 
an opportunity to pay him back in even stronger 
coin. Satan led hipi astray, a victim to his own 

• vain imaginations. Blood atonement may yet fall ; 
personally I should ^be justified if i drew a knife 

’ across his throat. He has made himself worthy of 
death, since his jealous wrath is uhcontrolled. He 
will be tormented in the lake of brimstone, for he 
dared to lay sacrilegious hands on one of Israel’s 
elect.” 

Basil returned to his rooms a happier man for 
the success of his adventure. 

A le^^ awaited him in an unknown handwriting ; 
somehow he instantly felt it cont^ed startling 
news. '(The n^ht had>been one of thrilling incident. 
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his nerves were braced up with the stimulating effect 
of action. 

His correspondent proved to be a colonial solicitor, 
who \/rote to inform him of his uncle’s death. 

'* The late Roper Morton,” ran the words, • '* has 
left you property amounting to about £700 per 
annum. Full details to follow later, and the legacy’ 
shall be handed over to 5;ou so soon as the will has 
been proved.” 

Basil felt stunned by tile news. His memory of 
Uncle Roper was but shadowy, which softened the 
pang of personal losL 'The comfortable income 
appeared in his eyes a fabulous fortune, ^^ ^larplv 
he realized what this letter* would have meantlo 
him a short time ago. - 

For a moment he was assailed by a violent tempta- 
tion. He would fly to Jacinth^ and entreat her to 
marry him on the strength of his financial position. 
He could point out to her the*comfort of* a settled 
income, bait his allurements with the hardening 
snare of pounds, shilling and pence. He might gain 
his desire and hold her &ist, bought like a chattel 
with his unexpected riches. 

But a moment’s consideration brought his better 
nature into play. If Jacinth were to return to' him 
it must be in ignorance of his newly-acquired wealth. 
He had not the heart to entrap her into the sin of 
manying without love. At least this mohdy would 
enable him to shadow her, hnd seek that distant 
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spot where, by the romantic waters of the Rhine, 
he might fan into life a dead passion. .Even Mr. 
and Mrs. Abbott must be kept in ignorance of this 
windfall, since he guessed the tantalizing effect of 
th<fnews on their minds. * 

Gratefully he thought of the dead njan, bitterly 
regretting it had never occurred to him before to 
join his uncle. He could almost fancy that the 
spirit of that rugged personality stood beside him 
«ow, giving him strength to face the future, even 
though Jacinth held aloof. 

" What an eventful night he thought ; “ cer- 
tainly my fate marches. 'Perhaps this fresh power 
ha^ct;iT given into m]^ hands for a great purpose. 
Even yet I may save Jacinth from Mormon delu- 
sions and h}rpnotic intrigued. Carson shall help me. 
I can afford to take him to London, We will fight 
the dragons together.*' 




CHAPTER XI 

THE GIRLHOOD OF ENGLAND 

M r. ABBOTT wats feeling calmer, resigned 
fo the parting with Jacinth, since her 
future appeared so rosy. 

'* It would be selfish to stand in the girl’s light," 
he told his wife, " especially as the arrangement 
has made her so happy.” -T'— 1 

" Yes," replied Mrs. Ablwtt, " she is a different 
girl since Mrs. Wilberforce came and turned her 
thoughts from that obnoxious subject which had 
such a disastrous effect on her character. Basil 
writes he is going to try and get a word wjth her in 
London before she starts for tlfis new situation. It 
would not surprise me at all to hear they had made 
up their differences." 

A smUe broke over the sick man's face at the 
mere suggestion. He dung to his treasured idea 
that Jacinth would still become Mrs. Hope. 

" l^sil is. one in a thousand," he said. " Not 
many men would give her another chance. He was 
never on&to judgtf hastily ; he has that great posses- 
sion — a well-balanced brain." 
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It was late in the evening when Mr. Abbott asked 
what Jacinth was doing. 

" She is looking over her clothes, tid}ring them up 
for departure,” replied the mother, not daring to 
tbihk how she would miaa her girl. ” I am fitting 
her out as best I can, getting a few new things. She 
does repay one for nice dressing, being so pretty. I 
have made up my mind to take her to London myself, 
and hand her over to Mrs. Wilberforce at the ter- 
minus. She kindly offered to meet the train, no 
trouble seems too great for her. I am afraid you 
will miss me, dear, but I should feel uneasy it Jacinth 
travelled alone.” • 

. 'Mr. "Abbott fully endorsed the words. 

** Quite right, for you never know who might be 
foUoMring her. The Moimoiis are so keen on converts 
' they would use any subterfuge to stop her going to 
.Germany.” 

Jacinth caught the words as she came softly to 
the door to bid her father good-night. The kiss 
she, gave him was cold and meaningless, he realized 
the difierence, and his heart saddened. 

” Sleep well, my diild,” he murmured, and his 
were moist as he looked on the delicate young 
face, painfully conscious of its beauty. 

” I set such store on her good looks,” he thohght, 
** and perhaps it was wrong. Th^ may prove a 
snare Ici.men and a curse to herself.” 

For^e first time in his life he ootild almost have 
wished Jacinth plain. 
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“ I'll come to 3rou presently,” said Mrs. Abbott, 
as the girl withdrew. " I want to see how yonr 
boxes are getting on.” 

When the lights were out and the cottage shut 
up for the night Mrs. Abbott joined her daughter. 
She found Jacinth still busy with preparations. 
Her unbound hair was hanging loosely over her 
shoTilders, and she wore a loose dressing-gown. 

" I don't think Mrs. Wilberforce can complain 
of my wardrobe.” she said with a note of satisfaction. 
” I really have taken trouble, for the castle sounded 
so grand.” 

Mrs. Abbott sighed. Her lips trembled as she 
answered dolefully — •• • 

” Home won't be the same When you are gone ; 
your father and I will miss you terribly. Of course 
we are glad you should see the world; parents 
mustn't be selfish, but, oh I it's very hard to say 
good-bye.” 

Jacinth checked her mother's rising tears by a 
quick retort. 

” Don't break down,” she pleaded fervently. ' 
” If you believe in God you will know ever3rthing is 
for the best. I act imder Divine guidance, feeling 
convinced I am doing the Almighty’s will.” 

Jadnth had never talked in this strain before 
meeting Ziba, and her mother felt oddly perplexed 
as she listened. > s * 

” I wish I could believe as yoji do,” she murmured. 



THE GIRLHOOD OF ENGLAND 129 

*' I am afraid my faith is less strong. Jacinth. Per- 
haps m time it wUl grow and develop, then I may 
be a happier woman." 

Jacinth longed to unfold the tenets of hw new 
religion. A sudden hope leapt to Jier heart that 
some day Mrs. Abbott might flso embrace fifor- 
■monism. 

" The time is liot yet ripe," she thought regret- 
fully. " Ziba warned me to say nothing at pre- 
Mnt, trusting my example may work the miracle, 
and eventually draw both my parents into the 
fold." . . 

I am very tifed," said the girl, " and you are 
ke‘d]f»ing Tather awake. • Good night, mother, don't 
worry about me. I have angel guardians, unseen 
by mortal eyes." 

Mrs. Abbott kissed her tenderly, hurrying away 
.lest she should break dovm. Long after she had 
cried herself to sleep* Jacinth was still moving about 
her room. 

The 'clock struck twelve, and she was just about 
to extinguish the light when a strange sensation 
possessed her. At first she was conscious of a certain 
breathless ecstasy, a feeling as if some wonderful 
influence filled the room with magnetism. For a 
moment an uncanny chUl of superstition turned her 

cold. She could almost believe that the hair of her 

* • 

head rose as if drawn upward by a draught. She 
sank ihfo a chair, wondering what to expect. Half 
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closing her eyes, she 'saw Ziba, in fancy, as she had 
seen him in his Riverpool room, when she lay vdth 
her head on his shoulder. Every fibre of her being 
woke to some actual call. Suddenly she knew some- 
thing was desired of her, and sprang up quickly, 
feeling like* one m an hypnotic trance. Barely 
knowing what she did, she commenced hastily to 
dress, tearing on her clpthes with panting speed. 
She did not wait to coil up her hair, but left it hang- 
ing in a waving mass. The only sotind in the room 
was her own gasping breath, as she hastened to obey 
the will of an invisible presence. The world was no 
longer a tangible place of abode. She felt like a dis- 
embodied spirit called out of her flesh to wamdeir in 
unknown realms. Her movements became ghost- 
like and stealthy. She had slipped her feet into 
soft shoes, and now she turned her door handle 
noiselessly, stealihg forth into the dark, like a wraith, 
of some restless soul seeking a haven of refuge Her 
brain realized keenly that any sound m^ht wake 
her parents sleeping on the ground floor. As she 
passed their room, she hardly seemed to touch the 
carpet, so light were her footfalls. She walked with 
one hand outstretched, imagining it was clasped by 
an invisible guide. More than once she was certain 
she iAt the touch of human fingers, yet no one had 
entered Briar Gjttage. Now she cautiously unfas- 
tened the hall door. A moment later 'the cool 
night air must beat upon her forehead, ahd she 
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would be free. Stepping out with a sense of wild 
elation. Jacinth drew the door ajar without fasten- 
ing the catch. The moon had risen high in the 
heavens, and. shining dovm, whitened the des^ted 
roltd, making the scene appear novel and emreal 
to the girl's dazed eyes. The sky ^ras^flecked with 
.hunying clouds speeding away* before the central 
light. 

For a moment Jacinth Itood still, her heart beat- 
ing fiercely. She knew she was not sleep-walking, 
yet could not explain why she had ventured forth 
to face the night alone. As she paused, wondering, 
a figure materialised front the shadows. This time 
it^as.iio spirit form, but a tall, dark-coated man, 
with a slouch hat drawn over his eyes, and a muffler 
partially concealing his chin. 

" Angel, wife, love of my soul,” he whispered . 
passionately, and the voice was that of Ziba Wayne. 

Turning quickly. Jacinth swayed forward, and 
was caught in his arms. 

What does it mean ? " she gasped ; " oh ! 
Ziba, what does it mean ? *' 

Holding the trembling form, he drew her away 
from the cottage, and answered in a soothing 
whisper — 

” My sweet one, I had need of you, I was sick with 
love. 1 wanted to prove my power, to summon you 
forth* as the night summons the steie. I stood, 
beneath your window, and, looking up, called uxnn 
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Heaven to let my spirit enter your chamber and 
draw you down to the garden below. I worked the 
charm upon my knees ; I had faith, and knew you 

would come. Now I am assured that our future 

> 

happiness will be made perfect by this union of souls. 

I dared not seek you by daylight. I feared the evil- 
doers who are ever about my path. I desired 
speech with you alone, I thirsted for your kisses. 
You are as safe with md here as if we stood in a 
great concourse of people. You are doing no wrong 
in obeying the behest of an Apostle.” 

A great flood of joy swept over Jacinth. Alter- 
nately she laughed and cried as^she clung about 
his neck. Delightedly he ran his fingera, though 
her loosened hair, revelling in its glossy lustre. 

" My moonbeam,” he* whispered, " how is it 1 
love you so dearly ? You were made for passionate 
adoration, you stir my blood- in a new strange 
fashion. You are the elixir of all my desire. But I ' 
did not call you to myself merely^for the sake of these 
heaven-sent kisses. I wish to p ut you on your guard. 

I noticed, to my sorrow, an unexpected flaw in my 
sister's character. She hats never been jealous of any 
friends, but yonr beauty seems to have upset her. 
You know what sisters are, they sometimes like to 
keep their brothers to themselves. Be warned, lest 
she should attempt in any way to sever us. I do 
not say that she would dare. Until this moment 
she has always proved a virtuous Mormon wpman. 
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eager for the happiness of others, and a firm believer 
in the creed of Latter-Day Saints. I want }rou to 
know that I have never loved before this hour. The 
love story of my life lies in your little hands. When 
I see you gazing into my eyes as the flower looks 
up tp the sun, I feel like that great, fiery king, and 
bend to pour my healing rays u{ibn ^our delicate 
being. Cling to me always, kflow that your white 
arms about my neck and your lips upon my cheek 
hold magic balm. You are enveloped by my per- 
’ sonality, you are chained to my soul. I could have 
called you to-night across space, and you would 
have fought your way throtjgh all obstacles to kneel 
at my feet. I oannot w&it for the sealing ordinance 
to taktf*place in Utah. We will be married in Lon- 
don as soon as possible, and Hester need not return 
’with us to America.” 

Jacinth felt a weight lifted from her shouldersr 
She had somewhat dreaded the journey in Bliss 
Wayne’s company. 

“ I wanted to come to you the other day," sighed 
the 'girl as she nestled in his egibrace, " but your 
sister would not let me. I thought at the time she 
was a little hard, considering we were engaged. I 
can't think how you drew me down to-n4(ht, when 
1. never for one moment suspected I should find 
you at our door. I have almost ceased tp^be sur- 
prised at anything since the gipsy child woke to life. 
1 live in the hope your prayers may some day 
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convert my parents. Mother would more easily 
receive instructicm than my bigoted father." 

Ziba thought what a fine revenge on the disap- 
proving Hugh Abbott could his wife be lured away 
to seek her daughter in Utah. 

" Thb Elders might induce her to follow and- join 
you in happy Zion," he told the girl. " When we 
are clear of this country, I will leave instructions for 
one of our most tactful associates to call at Briar 
Cottage. In the meanwhile you will have written, 
trying to show your mother the light, begging her 
to join you." 

Jacinth replied she would do her best, but mother 
would never come unless "her paralysed husband 
agreed. 

" Mr. Abbott could go to a nuising home, and be 
well looked after," said Ziba lightly. " He would 
be none the worse for being left in the lurch, since 
he has Mr. Panmox'e’s money at his back.” 

Suddenly Jacinth gave a startled little cry. 

“ Oh ! Ziba," she exclaimed, " you have had 
an accident, your face is scarred.” 

He pulled his scarf more closely round his neck. 

" A fall in the dark," he murmured. " I tripped 
up in Beechy Lane, returning from a highly successful 
meeting. Maggie Piper was there, spending her last 
night in'Riverpool well. She left early in the morn- 
ing with my sister. Miss Piper will be blessed, ^v- 
ing taken this step in the right direction, gravitating 
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. towards the infinite. Her people are making a 
sorry stir. They cared little ^ough tor the girl 
while she was at home, but it is the same yvith many 
a pleasing maiden who wastes her sweetness on the 
d^rt air. Your proUgie is saved from a life of 
drudgery. You must rejoice that you were tbk to 
snatch her from perdition," * , 

Jacinth confided her fears fhat Maggie had a 
worldly spirit. ^ 

“ The Church will crush that out of her," he an- 
"sweredly sternly, Those who transgress will meet 
with the due reward of their folly We shall not 
let the soul be lost. Hou( different to yourself ! 
What an examjfie you ve to the girlhood of Eng- 
land I"" 

His words of praise stimulated Jacinth, radi- 
antly conscious under the flattery. She fancied 
her heart sang for very joy as she hung upon his* 
words, drinking them in as a heavenly draught. 

" Has Mr. Panipore ever sent you any gifts of 
money ? " asked Ziba. 

• " Now and again, on my birthday,” replied 
Jacinth. “ I have kept, too. some of my earnings 
at the Loveseys ; they are in the Savings Bank at 
Riverpool.” 

You must draw out all you possess, even though 
it be a veritable mite," Ziba told her authoritatively. 
" Bring every penny you can muster*<to Elvaston 
House. In foture I supply all your needs, and 
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it would be wiser to entrust me with this paltry 
sum. I may see fit to use it in order that a blessing 
from the Lord may rest upon your head. It is a 
glorious opportunity to consecrate to the Church 
worldly possessions through the blessed Order 
of Enoch. This godly practice was instituted by 
Brigham Yo.ung, our late beloved, who was made 
a heavenly steward, a man distinguished for his 
piety.” 

Jacinth was too happy to think of money at that 
moment, and accepted all Ziba's suggestions with 
absolute submission. 

" I should only takp your savings because the 
Lord had need of them,”' he added, knowing well 
the mesmerized girl was in the seventh b&aven of 
exaltation. 

He wanted her to be penniless in order to bind her 
•to him more firmly when she discovered she was not 
his only wife. , 

” If you stay here much longer,” he murnnised, 
leading her back to the cottage, " I shall never be 
able to let you go, I have nearly crushed the life 
out of you as it is. You are like some wondrous 
nymph of the night with your floating hair. It is 
tantalizing to part, but this meeting is fraught with 
danger ; if we were seen, the ungodly minds of men 
might misconstrue my intentions towards you. I 
shall not magnetize you again to creep secretly into 
my arms, in a few da3rs from now we shall meet 
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•in London. My vivid imagination can supply the 
joys to be. Remember you hold a Saint's exclusive 
love, while I bask in the dazzling light of my J acinth's 
true womanhood. Your soul b now unpolluted by 
thsb attentions of that vile Gentile. Basil Hope. 
Sanctified by the acceptance of yoyrself, you vrill 
enter undefUed into the blessed P^radise^f our Mor- 
mon marriage. Know that the man you wed is great 
as the Biblican Fathers — ^s^cob, who wrestled with 
the angel and prevailed ; Moses, the mighty law- 
giver of Israel ; and Abraham, the Father of the 
Faithful and the friend of God, Creep softly, my 
dear child, to your chamber of rest. Hold your 
breath lest, by tHe slightest sound, you rouse those 
otlier sleepers who tr^ht misjudge your action. As 
I return, I shall softly murpiur a triumphant h5min, 
like David, the sweet singer of Israel. Your dreams 
shall be fair, knowing how soon you will leave father 
'and mother to cleave tmto me.”* 

As Jacinth felt the fire of his good-night kiss, she 
saw in him a glorious vision created by her controlled 
mind. The girl's dazzled eyes failed to recognize 
that her deed was about to ruthlessly snap every 
family tie and break down her father and mother, 
bringit^ upon them untold misery. 

With smiling lips she stole back into the house, 
and up the narrow staircase, silently as a shadow, 
her bfain still obsessed by the strange happenings 
of the night. Fully dressed Jacinth filing herself 
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down upon the bed, lying for hours in a half hypnotic 
trance, till day%ht stole into the room. Hien she 
roused herself with an effort, putting aside those 
hastily-donned garments, evidences of a pilgrimage 
which must never be known. 



CHAPTER XII 

A PREMONmON 

ITH a mighty effort Hugh 
himself t# say good»bye cheerfully to Jacinth. 
He feared he might'break down and cloud the girl's 
last moment in the old home. » 

■ She could hardly conceal her pleasure at going, 
when the great morning dawned which heralded 
her new' life with Ziba. To the infatuated tool of 
his powerful will, Hriar Cottage had become a verit- 
able* pritom Jacinth dared not speak within its 
walls of the enchanting fptu^e, which drew her with 
.cords of love to the brink of this untried religion. 
The magic spell of Ziba's allurements made those 
immdane hours in her parents’ hou^ appear colour- 
less with grey monotony. Now she was about to 
soar, to breathe the stimulating atniosphere of that 
busy centre described by Hester Wayne. The 
Lord's work lay at Elvaston, besides the earthly 
joy of union with Ziba. 

Thus her mind ran, as Hugh Abbott held her face 
between his hands and gazed with a lingering look 
into his daughter's unreadable eyes. He was trying 
to photf^aph each detail of that sweet countenance 
upon melnorv. 

IH 
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" I shall often conjure you up in imagination/' 
he told her. ** I shall see you hovering by my bed, 
and picture you a little child again. You will think 
of me sometimes, l}dng here, waiting for the glad day 
of your return. I must exist for that alone, jittle 
woman, so d^ not stay away too long/’ 

' Just for« the moment a lump came in Jacinth's 
throat, she felt stifled and unnerved. Vaguely she 
wondered if she would ever stand again by the 
familiar bed, listening to her father's voice and 
cheering his solitude. 

But the girl’s brain, won by Ziba's strategy, re- 
fused to throw off theiyoke of bondage to her lover’s 
mandates. * 

A feverish desire to go quickly and shake herself 
free of remorse, possessed the harassed mind. 

** You mustn’t be morbid, father,” she said. "If, 
I had married Basil, I should have left you just the 
same ; you knovfr you were quite resigned to that.-* 

The tension of those last words was interrupted 
by Mrs. Abbott bustling in, dressed for departure. 

" We must go in good time far the train," she said ; 
" I don't like being rushed with luggage. You had 
better see if all your things are collected downstairs ; 
the carrier wili be here directly.” 

As Jacinth readily caught at the suggestion, ’Mrs. 
Abbott turned a commiserating gaee upon her 
husband. 

" I do* hope you will be all right during my 
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absence/’ she sighed. ” I can't bear leaving yon, but 
Anna is a good little maid, and promises to follow 
all my instructions. You have plenty of 'bobks to 
keep you occupied, so perhaps the time won't seem 
so tong. Now, don’t fret about Jacinth ; she is a 
very lucky girl.” , 

Mr. Abbott pulled himself together fbr the sake 
of his ever-anxious wife. He assured her he did 
not fear being left to Annals tender mercies, adding 
be would appreciate his dear one's loving attentions 
all the more afterwards. 

The moments were slipping away, and now the 
good-bye was hurried. A f^erish kiss exchanged 
between father and child, and a heartily whispered 
" God bless you ” from the man, constituted the 
final words. Then Jacinth passed quickly under 
the porch to where the bushes of sweet briar were 
brightened by morning sunbeams. The two figures 
"turned towards the station. Jacinth only once 
glancing back at the little homestead she was 
abandoning for ever. 

" It was here Ziba and I walked fn the moonlight,” 
she thought. '' He said I should feel his presence 
again. He is with me now. His spirit lea^ me by 
the hand.” 

She knew she most have turned back but for that 
influence. 

The stir of the platform helped to disjpel painful 
recollections, of her father's ashen features. 
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Mrs. Abbott bought a daily paper and the parodbial 
magazine, alwa}^ unwelcome to Jacinth's eyes, 
since it attacked Mormonism. 

They were fortunate in getting a carriage to 
themselves, and now Mrs. Abbott appeared q^uite 
inclined to enjoy the little jaunt. 

" I am sure,” she said, " Mrs. Wilberforce is so 
kind that she will be indulgent where holidays are 
concerned. Already your father and I have been 
counting the months to your return. Really, to seo 
his face, you might be leaving for a stretch of years. 
Foreign travel will brisk you up and knock out of 
your head, I hope, any Mormon ideas which may 
still linger there." 

She glanced as she spoke %t her daily paper, and 
her eye fell on the words, "Mormon proselytism in 
England." 

" I am glad to see,” she continued, " there has 
been a protest meeting at Winchester, consequenF 
on the visit of Mormon Elders.* A resolution was 
forwarded to the Home Secretary, while the m<nnber 
for that city urged steps should be taken to prevent 
their proptaganda. One of our leading judges 
declared that Mormonism was ' a creepy disease 
covered with a thin veil of blasphemous so-called 
religion.' Another citizen, not afraid of his own 
opinions, proclaimed his willingness to head a body 
of men to^ kick the Elders out of the city if- they 
’returned from Portsmouth.” 
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Mrs. Abbott's voice grew shriller as she gave forth 
thK information, aware that Jadnth’s dieeks 
reddened with a rising flush of anno}rance. ' 

" You won't believe, mother," she protested, 
" l^at. polygamy has been abolished in Utal^, and 
ever3nvhere else, so far as the Mormon Qiurch^ is 
•concerned. No such marriages have takefi place since 
the acceptance of the manifesto or resolution giving 
up plural unions on October 6th, 1890.” 

^ Mrs. Abbott’s heart sank at hearing her daughter 
defend a faith she had so evidently closely studied. 
Too hurt to reply, she turned to her parish magazine. 
Here again the Mormon controversy stared her in the 
face. .She seemed haunted by perpetual reminders of 
its heinous ofiences. 

' " Shocking I " she murmured under her breath. 
" Oh, the poor father ! ’’ 

„ Jacinth’s curiosity was aroused. 

" What are you reading ? ” she asked. “ Any 
more lies about those well-meaning people ? ” 

.Mrs. Abbott gladly furnished ihformation. 

** An unfortunate father writes that his two 
daughters, aged eighteen and twenty, went against 
his protests from Riverpool rwie to Utah, under 
the escort of some of your precious elders. They 
obtained funds for the journey forwarded from 
Heber City, Utah, to a president here. Ft was a 
sickening sorrow to their parents to see Jhese young 
daughters led astray. Another girl iflso succumbed 
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to the persuasions of Mormon agents, and in order 
to deceive her father, was placed in a side room 
during their meetings to prevent him hearing of her 
attendance. She lost aU interest in friends and home 
directly she joined the Mormons, and was dismissed 
by her emplojrer for negligence. Then came the 
shocking sCquel. .The Elder who converted her, 
though a married man with a family, took her 
to theatres and entertainments, detaining her till 
late at night. Finally he persuaded her to accom - 
pany him to Utah, where she is now living under hb 
roof." 

“ I cannot help what others do," replied Jacinth 
with a toss of her head. " Those people, were free 
agents, I suppose, and at liberty, to mould their lives 
on their own religious .convictions. I tell you, 
mother, that I know these Mormons do not live in 
violation of God's law. I have this at first hand. 
You quote your bit of piecemeal testimony, but I 
should like to know who vouches for the truth of 
what you have read." 

Mrs. Abbott wa& growing dblinctly angry. 

" The leading clergy of Riverpool are no liars," 
she said. " Like 3'ourself, the infuriated Mormons 
have accused our good pastors of falsehood, a 
charge met by a definite substantiation of every 
statement made. Why, the figures are givm here," 
shaking the^ magazine in Jacinth's face. " A repre- 
sentative Mormon admitted in 1900 that thoe i^ere 
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then 1,543 polygamous families— that is, at least, 
4,629 Mormons living in polygamy. This, if you 
please, was ten years after the ma^esto 'which we 
are told abolished such unions. These appalling 
adhiissions should convince even such a champion as 
yourself. The very president who p&ured contempt 
on the statement that Mormons were stilfpolygamists 
and accused one of our clergymen of ‘ belabouring the 
ghost of a departed practice,', had himself at least 
two wives when he penned those words for the 
Riverpool press.” 

Jacinth closed her eyes. Inwardly she assured 
herself the devil^ worked, haild, now her feet were 
planted on the path of glory. She would shut her 
ears to these unworthy attacks, and believe Ziba 
the miracle-worker, before all the world. 

After a pause, in which Mrs. Abbott had put 
aside her magazine, the girl added in a lenient 
”Voice — 

” Don’t let us wrangle now, our time together is 
so short. It would be kinder hot to take that 
paper back for father to read, he i^so easily agitated. 
I hope he may be feeling happier now. I am afraid 
ouf going tried him sorely.” 

Jacinth pictured the lonely man, feeling she might 
never look again upon that thin, bedridden figme. 
The thought held sorrow, brightened only by a 
vision of Ziba’s face, like a radiant ai^d calling her 
to ^e high 4 ^ 
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Left alone. Hu^ Abbott lay for a time abso- 
lutely impassive. The springs of his being felt 
frozen, he tried not to realize Jacinth had actually 
gone. Half dozing for a time, he suddenly woke to 
the full consciousness of some awful apprehension. 
Until this moment he had never believed in pre- 
monition. Tiercely he assured himself there was 
nothing uncanny in the straightforward, earthly 
Mrs. Wilberforce, with itir solid air of affluence. 

A confused feeling seized his brain that this 
parting with Jacinth was an everlasting severance, 
of which he had been warned in a state of former 
existence. During thfc deeply painful reverie, which 
covered him as a cloud, he foresaw a future pf 
paralysing misery. This illusion was complete 
with the atmosphere of a prophetic vision. He 
pictured Jacinth surrounded by enemies, men and 
women, whose evil ideas were oddly visible to the 
seer. Hugh Abbott’s materialistic surroundings 
were completely obliterated by'this waking dream. 
He heard Jacinth's voice crying loudly for help, he 
watched her beatiug her hands on a blank unrespon- 
sive wall. She was alone with some nameless terror, 
cut o& from friends and kindred. He knew he was 
reading the future like an open book, given the 
power of second sight by some unknown supernatural 
force, left unsolved even by the wisdom of the 
twentieth ^tury. Jacinth appeared in the-Gom- 
‘pany of Death, then the vapour lifted, and, gd;^ing 
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'in actual physical agony, the startled brain crept 
back to its normal state. 

Nothing could logically account for this' amazing 
presentiment, the fruit of bis subconscious mind. 
GrSat drops of perspiration stood out on his forehead, 
and the loneliness of the small room became intol^- 
able. Was it likely that some (astral "part of his 
understanding had foreshadowed the future ? In- 
wardly he declared it was jAlpably impossible. The 
terror of the brain began to work some marked 
change in his useless limbs, they tingled with a 
desire to move, and quivered like rocking boughs 
on a wind-swept, tree. . * 

If I could walk again,” he gasped, ” if I could 
but follow Jacinth. . Oh, God ! for strength I ” His 
nerves were stirred with a desire to move, he lay' 
contemplating the possibility of canying out his 
physician’s hopes. 

" If my child were in danger,” he thotight, ” I 
might be {pven the*sudden power for whidi I have 
yearned so ardently. That ghastly vision of fear and 
. horror did not come for nothing. * It portends some 
disaster to our family, and so far as Jacinth is con- 
cerned, 1 shall not have an easy moment till I see her 
' bade in Riverpool. Fool that I was to let her go. 
Even our Mormon-ridden dty was perhaps safer 
than an unknown home in fordgn lands. Possibly 
we took too much for granted, because Wilber- 
ioTCf seemed rich, and carried all before her.” 
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A desperate desire for action brought a bold 
idea to the distracted father. At any cost he would 
summon Jacinth back, and be guided by the mysteri- 
ous warning, too powerful to overlook. There would 
yet bft time to send a telegram to meet the traift at 
Epston. Of course there was the likelihood, with^ 
the outpounng crowd, that the messenger calling the 
name “ Abbott ” up and down the platform might 
not attract his wife’s Sittention. But even one 
chance in a thousand was worth the tryingr 

He rang for Anna, telling her to bring him a 

telegraph form, on which he wrote : — 

1 , 

" At all hazards prevent Jacinih goings with "Mrs. 
Wilberiorce. Insist on her returning here. — ^Hugh." 

“ Run as fast as you can with this telegram?" 
he told the willing little maid. " I want it to go 
without a momrat’s delay.” 

Anna read the words as she tore down the roadl 

" My goodness 1 what will they both say ? ' she 
thought. " The master must have taken leave of 
his senses. He certainly looked scared to death, 
but nothing has happened, no letter, no message, 
no caller.” 

Breathlessly Hugh Abbott timed Anna until 
her return, then he commended her swiftness with a 
sigh of relief. 

The intiiition still remained dominant; he'Could 
not wipe it from his mind. 
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" Jacinth ¥dll never forgive me," he thought, 
but I don't care ; she may think 1 stood in her 
light, but that is immaterial. The cry I heard was 
dis^ctly her own voice, and no mere superstitious 
fancy. She is too weak to be trusted alone ; Heaven 
knows why this did not strike me soonCT." 

- Meanwhile the train sped on to. the great metro- 
polis, while Jacinth and h?r mother little dreamt 
those peremptory words had been sent in advance to 
Euston Station. As the engine steamed in, Mrs. 
Wilberforce, a tall, important figure, stood eyeing 
the long line of compartments, seeking the third- 
class carriage which brought Ziba's bride to the 
crbwded Ctty of unknown deeds. 



V ^ ^ 



CHAPTER XIII 
CAUGHT THE TRAP 

H ESTER'S heart sank as she watched Jadnth 
spring out upon the platform. The girl's 
beauty made her painfully conscious of age. Youth 
seemed to wither before the fresh j:harm of this new- 
comer. In the hardened school of Mounonism 
she had become like a human machine. Until 
this hour the thought of rebellion had never entered 
her mind. She worked with religious fervour, be- 
lieving her eternal salvation lay in the hands of har^ 
taskmasters. Fiercely she wondered if Ziba really 
felt a thrill 9t amorous passiodfor the girl who, like 
many another, he had bewitched as a convert to 
Mormonism. 

Directly J acinth’s eyes discovered her in the crowd, 
Hester forced a welcoming smile for the benefit of 
Mrs. Abbott. 

“ I hope that ‘you and your dear daughter have 
had a good ioumey," she said pleasantly. ” Yon 
are indeed model mother to chaperone Has dcbboti 
thus far. I, like yourself, stron^y object to^ypnng 

IM 
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gills travelling alone. Feel assured she will be 
absolutely safe under my wing." 

Her own hypocritical wmrds relieved the riSng 
annoyance in Hester's mind. She knew this future, 
so-called, wife would soon grow to loathe the doc- 
trines which had soured the older woman's soul. In 
time Jacinth's pensive grace and*beauty must fade 
beneath the blight of vice ai^d deception. When she 
found herself ruined body and soul, abhorred by the 
. virtuous, pitied by the pure, she would consent to 
- hide her shame beneath the yoke of labour awaiting 
her in Mormon fields. ^ 

** She will hava to work in time for her bread 
like other plural wives," thought Hester gloatingly. 

Her spiritual husband has little pity for those 
whose looks are perishing.* Ziba will tire of her 
‘ eventually. At any rate she shall never usurp my 
place." 

Hester had always relied on her o^ cleverness 
and strong brain power which assists Ziba in his 
machinations. She knew he leant on her, appre- 
xiating those dramatic talents by which she hood- 
winked the simple. Her strong hand had aided 
him* in the upbringing of his many children, whom 
he'* termed " the off-spring of the faithful." She 
instructed them in the principles and duties jof the 
creed, while her own propaganda brought mu^ grist 
to thd mill. No one knew better how to tighten the. 

domineering woman of the world. 
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Those beneath her care realized thek very thoughts 
were under a secret surveillance. She could gloss 
over with sugared phrases a system of abominations 
bred of earlier Mormon da3r5 when actual ph 3 rdcal 
torture was practised. Her mother could remember 
when women were stripped, bound, and scourged till 
the blood ran from their wounds, a penalty enacted 
for even speaking against polygamy. In those days 
this was a frequent occturence, and a state of con- 
stant apprehension preyed on the nerves of the 
female population. 

Many discontented wives vanished m 3 rsteriously, 
their friends being told that Satan had borne them 
bodily away for sinful presumption iu’ breathing 
heresy against their glorious lot with God's elect. 
One of these unfortunates had actually endured the 
searing of her mouth and tongue with red-hot irons, 
husbands possessing unlimited discretion in the 
chastisement of their weaker halves. 

All these thoughts flashed through Hester’s 
mind, as she bade Jacinth follow her to a taxicab. 

“ Mr. Wilberforce was using the 'carriage," de- 
clared the supposed Mrs. Wilberforce. " I am 
rather in a hurry, as we are expecting company. 
Now, porter, m^m haste with that luggage. Tell 
the driver \o take us to the Grand Hotel, Trafalgar 
Square." 

She offered her hand to Mrs. Abbott in a fiibndly 
shake of farewell. 
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* ** We leave jfor Gennany to-morrow/' she said, 
" sleeping. to-m§^t at the hotel, which has been our 
residence while in London. Please remember me to 

'W* . 

jrour hosbeind, I liked him so much.” 

IiAs. Abbott blinked back her tears as Jaeinth 
bent forward for a good-bye kiss. 

. ” Heaven be with you, my dshling child,” she 
whispered ; write often, ^ou know what your 
letters will mean to us at home.” 

The girl could not reply, for now she choked back 
a rising sob. The crowded London terminus, the 
stem Hester Wayne, made her^realize the actuality 
of this long severance from deluded parents. 

".In time»” thought Jacinth, " they may grow 
to love Ziba; it is too late to turn back 
now.” 

* Mrs. Wilberforce half pushed her into the vehicle, 
made a sign to the driver, and nothing was left to 
Mrs. Abbott but the sight of a waving hand through 
the open window. Tlie mother,- blinded by tears, 
did not. notice two men, who had concealed them- 
selves, jump into another taxi, bidding the driver 
follow in Jacinth's wake. 

Mr^. Abbott turned away, sighing deeply as she 
wrip^^ her eyes. Just at that moment she caught 
the sound of her own name being shouted up.-and 
down the platform. She followed the boy, seeing a 
telegram ,in his hand. A sickening^ sensation of 
suapm^, almost paralysed speech, as she arrested 
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him with the murmured assertion that she was “ Mrs. 
Abbott.” 

” Hugh must be taken ill,” she thought. " The 
telegram can contain nothing but bad news if it is 
reaiJy for me.” 

” Are you a passenger from Riverpool ? ” asked 
the boy. 

Nodding assent, she snatched the envelope from 
his hand. 

Staring at the message, a feeling of bewilderment 
overcame her ; for a moment she feared she might 
sink to the ground, so terrified and perplexed were 
her senses. « , 

At first she wondered whether JIugh’s '.mind 
had become unhinged by 'the sorrow he felt at losing 
his daughter, and his 'inborn fear of Mormon elders. 
Possibly he had heard through some unexpected 
source that Mrs. Wilberforce was not a fit person 
for Jacinth to associate with. Mr. Panmore, always 
kind and considerate, might have found out some 
unpleasant details with regard to the situation. 
How terrible if Jacinth went to Germany in the care 
of a bad character I 

The mother’s thoughts travelled quickly.' 

" Thank Heaven," she murmured, " there ^is yet 
time. I can go to the Grand Hotel, and plead the 
excuse that her father’s health demands Jacinth’s 
immediate return. Of course I can show her the 
telegram privately, without divulging its ^mntents 
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t6 Mrs. Wilberforce. The boxes will not even be 
unpacked, and any objection can be met with the 
hope that Jacinth may follow later, if {ler father can 
spare her.*’ 

The money loss was obliterated in Mrs. Abbott's 
mind by far more serious considerattions. Being 
ignorant of her way, she decided to* take a cab, after 
first despatching a. return wire to her worried 
husband. 

tCheer up,” she wrote ; ” on my way to fetch 
Jacinth back.” 

” That will set his mind at rest,” she thought. 
” I hope he has gogd ground for this step. If it 
is q(hiy an attack of nerves we shall indeed look 
ridiculous.” • * 

It seemed a long drive- from Euston to Trafalgar 
Square, since the moments were fraught with 
maternal anxiety. Mrs. Abbott felt bewildered as 
sh^ made her way to the inquiry office. 

On asking for Mrs? WilberfoiKe, the attendant 
told her no one of that name was sta 3 dng in the 
hotel. 

She felt angry rather than frightened, regarding 
him as stupidly ignorant. 

I am sorry to contradict you,” she said 
decid^y, ” but I happen to know Mrs. Wilber- 
force is here. She has booked a room for my 
daughter. Miss Abbott, previous to leaving for 
Gennany^." 
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The man called a second opinion, together they 
assured her she was labouring under a mistake, 
suggesting, if she still doubted, tnat she should 
inquire at the compartment where rooms are 
booked. 

Mrs. Abbott hastened to the bureau intimated by 
her two advisers. There she was convinced, after 
viewing the visitors' book, that no one named 
Wilberforce had applied for apartments. 

" Is th«:e any other Grand Hotel in Traf^-lgar 
Square ? ” she asked, turning deadly white, and 
clutching at the table for support. " I fear my 
daughter may be the victim of some trick. Mrs. 
Wilberforce said she was coming here, and directly 
the girl left, a telegram came warning me against 
this woman. Oh I what would you advise me to do ? 
I am a total stranger in London." t 

Her listener was immediately sympathetic. The 
sight of her strained face and agonized eyes appealed 
to him forcibly. 

" If the young lady has been snared away.for any 
evil purpose, I should recommend you to put the 
matter in the hands of Scotland Yaird.” 

" I would not dare without first consulting my 
husband,” gasped Mrs. Abbott, who cherished a 
deep-rooted fear of police investigation. " Besides,” 
she added, " my suspicions may be vn'ong. Perhaps 
Mrs. WUberforce has stopped to do some shc^ping — 
she was in a hurry, and might , yet^ anive. I 
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must try not to lose my head, though it is all very 
alarming.” 

The clerk invited her to wait as long as she liked 
in the hotel, promising to summon her directly if 
Mrs. Wilberforce arrived. , 

For a long time the distracted motheip sat in the 
hall watching the swing-door, then, fully con- 
vinced somediing was seriously wrong, decided to 
return by the next possible train to Riverpool, 
.and "inform her husband of this mysteiious occur- 
rence. 

Meanwhile Hester Wayne, sefter driving a short 
distance, gave fresh orders. 

'* I do nol want to g« to the Grand Hotel,” she 
told the man, giving the address in South Totten- 
hzfm of Elvaston House. 

, "I think we put your mother off the scent,” 
she declared with a smile of satisfaction ; ” all 
has been most neatly /naJiagcd, and I hope we shall 
have no repining on your part,* now that your life 
will. be' one of praise and song.” • 

' She had noticed the look of sorrow on Jadnth's 
face at parting with Mrs. Abbott. Her charge 
brightened visibly at the words. 

*' No, I must not fret, since I am joining my 
beloved Ziba ; he will be waiting for me, won't he, 
at Elvaston House ? I deeply regretted we could 
not travel together, for I grudge every moment 
spent /mt of hl& sight/’ 
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" You are-strangely infatuated for a twentieth- 
century girl,” declared Hester with a sneer, “ quite 
an old-fashioned love match, it seems." 

" Oh, yes ! " retorted Jacinth warmly. " How 
can I help loying him when he adores me so ? He 
tells me I am the only woman who has ever stirred 
him to this passionate devotion, unusual perhaps ih 
one sealed to heavenly worship.” 

As Hester listened she thrust her hands in her 
pockets, clencliing her fists in their black kid gloves. 
She would like to have struck Jacinth in the mouth. 
Was it possible Ziba had really uttered such words,- 
turning with flattery the foolish head of this pink and 
wliite doll ? Hester was not blind to the power of 
beauty. What if the girl's, fairness should place her 
above an older, superior intellect ? Men’s passions 
could never be accounted for. Ziba had used women < 
for his pleasure, never really loving those who wore 
forced to work in the fields, when his momentary 
joy in them had abated. 

” I fear,” said Hester, “ that the vanities of the 
world may lead you from the straight path. The 
way you dross your hair is not quite seemly for a 
Saint’s bride. These wayward ctirls suggest a 
frivolous woman. Why not brush back yourdocks 
and -lay them low with some grease 1 can give 
you from my toilet store? Ziba does not ^admire 
luxuriant tresses, he says they are a snare, and 
revolt his fastidious taste.” ^ ' 
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Jacinth felt her colour deepening. , She remem- 
bered Ziba had hinted his sister vras jealous. 

" Indeed you are wrong,” she cried, controlling 
her voice. ” It happens Ziba has already seen my 
half down, and simply gloried in its ripples? He 
ran his fingers through them, and buAed^his face in 
my curls. That was the night htf said he was sick 
with love, and thirsted for presence. He likened 
me to a moonbeam, and called* me the elixir of all 
hi'sjdesire. I should not like to spoil such a poetical 
’ impression. It is very kind of you to offer me the 
grease. I hope^I do not appear ungrateful. You 
cannot imagine hoMjf blessed I felt when he swore that 
his Jife’s lovf-story lay in my hands, and that I was 
chained to his soul . I dare say you know we are going 
to.be married in London: Ziba simply cannot wait 
^imtil we arrive in Utah.” 

Hester had so upset the unguvded bride-elect 
that Elder Wa5me’s warning words were momentarily 
forgotten. Instead of trying to soothe jealousy 
Jacinth fanned the flame, indignant that his sister 
should seek to make her less attractive. 

Hester set her lips, biting them until they nearly 
bled, • For the first time in her life a mad desire 
seized her to reveal to an unbaptized novice aU that 
lay in store for one sealed to a Mormon Elder. How 
graphically Hester Wayne could have described the 
sensuality of the much-married Saints, whose secret 
tmions were oftpn little dreamt of by fresh, unsophis- 

* JL ' o 
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ticated brides I Very easily she could have planted 
a thousand indefinable suspicions and haunting 
fears in Jacinth's heart. She knew, even now, 
the English girl would turn back revolted, could she 
realiv» that Ziba’s existence was one of licenlSous 
gratification." This outward paragon, really a sink 
of iniquity, regarded polygamy as the greatest earthly 
blessing. 

" It is a mistake- to rate men too highly,” Hester 
declared, still loth to take the formidable step which 
must sever her eternally from the faith in which she 
was bom. " How ^would you feel if your husband 
tired of you ? Remember there is savage blood 
in the veins of some of our men. In early days “they 
vanquished their enemies by trickery. The Lord 
revealed it to them, that whole parties of unbelievers 
should be misled by Mormon guides in the mountaii>. 
fastnesses when^first our holy company amalgamated. 
Many unregenerated souls were starved to death 
among icy pinnacles, reduced’ to feeding on the flesh 
of their dead wives, while ravenous mothers feasted 
on the mangled bodies of iheir own children. Those 
righteous souls who cut off the travellers from reach- 
ing safety rejoiced, gloried, and exulted in this just 
persecution, knowing it was the will of heaven that 
the wanderers should perish.” 

Jacinth’s eyes widened as she listened, and a 
dumb horror of Hester turned her momientarily 
faint. 
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"Why do you tell me these hateful details? " 
- she asked. " Our Old Testament relates many 
terrible occurrences, but we do not dwell on them 
with pleasure. Ziba always speaks of the Idndness 
sho>ra by Mormons to every newcomer. It almost 
seems as if you were setting me agaidst j^our own* 
people." * 

As she spoke the cab drewjip at Elvaston House, 
and the green-painted windows ' struck Jacinth as 
peculiarly dreary, since they obliterated all outward 
view. 

"Ziba. will be here,” the girl repeated again. 
" He left Riverpool yesterday, and promised to 
greet* me .on ithe threshold.” 

As Hester paid the fare she answered sourly — 

^ " I told him you would not be here till an hour 
^r two later. I thought you would like time to 
settle in. Besides, too much excitement is not 
advisable, since you will be baptized to-morrow. 

^ Earthly considerations should be laid aside, and all 
love-making abandoned for the moment.” 

•Jacinth's face fell as she entered the cold, bare 
hall. Nothing homely or bright in this house of 
gloom,* which somehow bore the air of a prison ; its 
very atmosphere seemed redolent of regrets. 

As the heavy door closed with a bang on Jacinih’s 
youthful figure, a taxi drew up a few paces distant, 
and Basil Hope, accompanied by Carson, {flighted 
on the p^vvement. 
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*' Is that a private residence ? ’* Carson inquired 
of a pQliceman. 

The man shook his head. 

" No, sir ; it’s a Mormon house, where lots of 
youHg girls go before they start to America.” 

. Basil drew a deep breath. For a moment he ap- 
peared too staggered to speak. Up to now he had 
hoped Jacinth might really be going to a respectable, 
situation. 

Carson asked a few more questions, findingi the 
policeman utterly ignorant of Mormon tactics, 
having never heard that these people were a 
polygamous sect. 

" It's no good trying to get her away ijnuiediately,’* 
Carson assured the now rampant lover. ” She would 
only defy you. Wait until she has had a taste,^of 
Mormon treatment; she may discover something 
she does not like in a very short time. I will think 
of a plan for communicating with her. You may be 
sure all letters will be read and stopped.” 

” It would kill Mr. Abbott if he knew,” declared 
Basil, his heart aching for the girl's parents. ” Thank 
goodness, they suspect nothing. At least they are 
spared the suspense I must now endure. I should 
like to go and Idck down that door, and raid the place 
of ayeiy living soul.” 

” Not a bad idea," said Carson. ” Old English 
methods; there's too much of the red tapeenilksop 
nowadays. Mormons would soon rJear opt if. our 
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•young Britishers showed fight. It may rest with 
^you to show the way. Only violent measures will 
open the eyes of our leading politicians, and. make 
the Mormon scandal a Government affair." 




CHAPTER XIV 


THE GATHERED SHEAF 

J ACINTH felt bitterly disappointed that Hester 
prevented Ziba from greeting her on arrival. 
Instinctively she knew this woman was an enemy, 
resolving not to be guided by her in any way. 

" You will be glad to come up to your room,” 
said the unsmiling Hester. " I have selected one 
which leads out of mine. I promised your mother 
to keep you well under my eye.” •* 

The proposed proximity was distasteful to the new- 
comer. It seemed to convfey Hester did not trust 
her future sister-in-law, and wished to exercise a rigid 
surveillance. 

" I will show you my apartment first,” declared 
Miss W ayne, ushering ^e giii into a lofty chamber 
papered with drab-coloured flowers. The canopy 
of the four-poster double bed supported hangings ot 
coarse mustard-hued moreen, faded by age. The 
furniture, uncompromisingly simple, gave a bare 
effect to this sombre, unlovely room. A cheerless 
note ^yas emphasized by the absence of a fireplace, 
while one dingy gas jet showed that the more modem 
electric light was not a feature of Elvaston House. 
Facing the bed a deal bookcase held au ample sypply 
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of Mormon literatore, while the only ornament con- 
sisted of a large photograph representing Ziba in 
clerical attire. 

As Jacinth looked rotmd, her eyes fell suddenly on 
a strange stain in the carpet. Hester apjgeared 
immediately conscious that her yoipig guest had 
observed the dull, red mark. . • 

" Yes, it looks like blood, doesn't it ? ” she said, 
realizing how glad" she wohld be if Jacinth were 
frightened away before Ziba arrived to further en- 
■ thral her with passionate love-making. ” We had a 
girl here, just about your age, who took a violent 
dislike io Mormonism after site was baptized. Of 
course, had she wanted to leave before she became 
one of lis, we could have said nothing. Like you, 
now, she might have walked out of the house un- 
t questioned. But after conversion we had a right 
• to detain her. One of our Elders interviewed the 
yOUng rebel in this very room. Hoping to wrestle 
with her refractory spirit. I remember what a noise 
they made as she tried to fight her way out. It 
appears once before she had brokeh a blood vessel, 
and the unfortunate symptoms reappeared, with the 
result, my carpet was spoilt.” 

- As Jacinth listened, she thought how palpably 
this jealous woman was trying to drive her forth by 
su^ested terrors, before Ziba arrived to dispel thus 
tease pi gloom. ^ 

Not rtplyin^. Jacinth went to the small dressing- 
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room prepared for her use. It was meanly equipped, 
like the apartment of the poorest servant girl. Not 
even a carpet of the cheapest kind sheltered thos6 
bare boards on which she must tread. 

“ Ziba wanted you to sleep on another floor in, a 
more luxurious room, but I persuaded him to let 
me have you near for the sake of propriety. You 
have set your feet on the paths of saintliness, so 
must not lean towards ‘‘earthly comfort. The cells 
of monks, whose lives are given to prayer, are not so 
well furnished as this little room. I trust you will 
not complain to Ziba, seeing our hospitality is freely 
given, no charge being made to novices who feed 
upon our charity.*' 

Tears rose to Jacinth*s eyes, she tried to battle 
down a rising fury, lashed to life by Hester’s cutting 
words. 

" I thought,” she stammered, ” I was invited 
as a welcome gulsst, seeing I am your future sister- 
in-law. I feel sure Ziba would not like you to say 
such things to me. As far as the room goes, I do 
not mind where I sleep for a few days. I shall' be 
married and away almost directly.” 

She closed the door on Hester and deliberately 
turned the key. She dared not trust herself, to 
say another word, only the sound of a mocking laugh 
from* the older woman added to the stranger's tem- 
porary anoyance. ^ 

In order to divert hra thoughts Jacinth began to 
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quickly unpack, taking from her handbag a small 
travelling clock. As she placed it on the dressing- 
table its cheerful ticking reminded her of home. 
She could not deny this room also held a weird 
infhience. Did the girl sleep there who fought 
for freedom ? Had her misery possibly affect*! the 
cramping walls ? Suddenly the mj^stcriojis chamber 
became oddly silent. Looking towards her table, 
she noted the ever-regular»and trustworthy time- 
piece had unaccountably stopped. Startled by the 
occurrence, Which appeared to demonstrate that the 
room was uncanny, J acinth examined the mechanism, 
finding It fully wound. At that moment she heard 
Hester tapping ort* her dodr. 

Ziba has returned, earlier than I expected. 
He requests you to go down immediately. Don’t . 
be hours decorating yourself. He is too busy a 
man to be kept waiting.” 

jacinth experienced a thrill of delight. Suddenly 
the clouds rose, now jll would be well. She needed 
no second bidding, but running out on the landing, 
asked 'where she should find Ziba. 

Hester conducted her below, preceding her into 
an apartment which had the air of a parish room. 
The long table in the centre, with sunken ink-pots, 
suggested meetings, while a number of plain wooden 
chairs stood in line, with their backs to the wall. A 
smell of stale tobacco advertised that the Elders 
were not above the allurements of nicofire. 
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Though Ziba held out a welcoming hand, it was 
palpable to Jacinth that Hester's presence bred in 
him a constrained manner. 

“ 1 wish to be. alone for awhile with this lamb 
who has newly entered our pastoral fold,” he mur- 
mured,'- addressing his grim-faced relative. " Leave 
us, dear sister.' This is one of the sheaves I have 
gathered up for Zion . We have many arrangements 
to make ere we start for Utah. Be sure I shall seek 
your counsel, which has always proved so helpful.” 

He patted Hester on the shoulder with a concili- 
atory touch. ” Rejoice,” he added, ” that this cliild 
has received the revelation, and in future her feet 
shall be set upqn a rock. The gates of hell shall not 
prevail against her.” . * 

With her head raised, Hester sailed from the 
room without replying. 

No sooner had she left, than Ziba opened his arms 
for Jacinth to fly into, a white, troubled bridor 
elect, eager to poiu* out her grievances. 

” Oh, why were you not here to meet me ? " 
she cried. “ Hester seems so bitter ; I cannqt 
make her out at all. She tried to frighten me away, 
but I felt it would be all right once you came.” 

He frowned, as he softly stroked Jacinth's cheek, 
inwardly cursing the interfering Hester. 

” I tosld you, my darling, a great sin has fallen on 
her soul, that of unreasonable jealousy. In reality 
it is a high compliment to your peerless betiuty. 



THE GATHERED SHEAF 169 

•She knows I worship at the shrine of my Jacinth’s 
pure being. Suffer her little pin-pricks for expedi- 
ency’s sake. To-morrow you will be given fresh 
spiritual strength through baptism and the laying 
oa of hands, agreeable to the covenants and com- 
mandments of the Church. The hands are a neces- 
sary part of our organic structure. You will receive 
■ the gift of grace from an Elder holding the Melchise- 
dek priesthood. His right to sanctify you is divinely 
imposed. As my wife, you will meet many inspired 
persons who work in the ministry preaching our 
Gospel, conducting foreigners and strangers into 
, the Cdmmonwealth of Israel* Know, once for all, 
that the Mormon*Church*is right, and every other 
religion wfong. All Latter-Day Saints must be in 
exact accord with the prescribed pattern of our 
"heaven-sent company. Your beauty shall amaze 
my brethren, who consist of evangelists, pastors, 
teachers, and deacons. Hester iS not only jealous 
of your personal charms, but of .my rare mental 
endowments. Perhaps you do not know that in 
Utah ! am one of the idols of the Reorganized Church. 
' If Hester grows more belligerent, I shall begin to 
thii}k there is a devil in her, which must be cast 
•out. I have in my time exorcised from human 
beings very genuine, real, alive devils. His Satanic 
Majesty is not a pleasant foe to wrestle with. * ' Some 
of his satellites persistently refuse to be expelled. 

Only like Stephen, full of faith and power, oo I work* 
. • • • 
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great wonders and miracles among our Mormon 
people. My life is such an example that 1 have been 
made an overseer to feed the Church of God. I set 
in order many things that are wanting, as only a 
blameless steward can. My mouth is full of sound 
doctrine, by which I exhort and convince the gain- 
sayers. You will find I am a man given to hospi- 
tality, vigilant, sober, not greedy of filthy lucre, or 
given to much wine. By the way, child, talking of 
money, have you brought your savings, which must 
form a baptismal offering to-morrow ? ” 

He was wielding his old spell over the already 
hypnotized mind. The stem realities of life were 
slipping away so far as Jacinth was concerned. He 
wafted her to a blissful fairy land in which sorrow 
tod weeping were unknowp. The bitter in the 
sweet of existence faded before visions of dazzling 
brightness. For the merest dross the girl’s clouded 
eyes perceived pure gold. No rust tarnished the 
magic setting Ziba brought into flimsy being. The 
bare room, for Jacinth, was diffused with heaven's 
refreshing sunlight. She could not know she' was 
fast bound in a prison of falsehood and deception. 
Ziba, well aware the girl was totally captivated, 
listened with pleasure as she told him the amount of 
her savings, now at his disposal. Beneath his kisses 
she little dreamt there ran an undercurrent of wicked 
cunning and deep-laid imposition rising from a 
£dse faith, the most insidious ever palmed upon a 
credulous world. 
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We cannot sit in with Hester to-night," said 
Ziba, consulting his watch. " I advised you to 
bring a white frock to wear on your baptismal day* 

I should like you to don it this, evening and come, 
Qut with me for some hours’ relaxation. We will 
have a pleasant little dinner together at af not too 
expensive restaurant. What play would you like to 
see ? Perhaps a Shakespearean drama would be the 
most fitting, as you are mearing a holy rite.” 

Jacinth looked absolutely amazed. Nothing had 
Seen further from her thoughts than the possibility 
of any worldly dissipation. She remembered her 
shocked feeling at Maggie Piper's words, yet, surely, 
nothing Ziba silggestcd ‘could be wrong. 

* “ It sounds delightful," she stammered, her head 
swimming from the excitement of fierce kisses 
burning on her lips. " But are you quite sure we 
ought to go to a place of amusement ? I had re- 
eolved to give up all such pleasures when I knew I 
should be linked fp a Saint." 

He laughed away her fears gaily. 

• ‘“Dearest,” he said, " you have repented of all 
your former sins, and it is a heavenly edict that 
when you are baptized you must become as a little 
child. Children do not question the right or wrong 
ol plans laid down for them by older and wiser minds. 
You must be dumb as a sheep before her sheaCrers. I 
could prescribe nothing that would injure your soul." 

toothed by this assurance. Jacinth, al his bidding, 
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hastened to change her travelling attire. The dress 
which Mrs. Abbott fondly believed was for evening 
wear at the Rhine castle, looked particularly dainty 
as Jacinth laid it on the truckle bed. It seemed out 
of keeping with this poverty-stricken room. She had 
brought' ribbons for her hair, some simple jewellery, 
and a new pair of bright-buckled shoes. Jacinth 
recalled how she had prayed over this dress at Briar 
Cottage, investing it with sanctity. No sooner 
was she adorned for the uncontemplated outing, 
than Hester burst in without knocking, regarding 
with blazing eyes the girlish form in its becoming 
garb. ’ 

" So it is true,” she said, " you have already, with 
your loose ideas, inveigled n?y brother into an un- 
godly indiscretion. He tells me he is about to fgte 
you this evening, an unprecedented occurrence for a 
newly-arrived convert." 

Jacinth, hardened now to such attacks, had a 
ready answer. 

" It is different for us, being engaged," she re- 
torted, as she put the finishing touches to her toilette; 
*' Besides, I do not think you speak truthfully when 
you call it unprecedented. Maggie Piper most cer- 
tainly told me she was to see something of London 
life with her intended brid^oom before leaving 
Elvasttm House for Utah. Why if it were right 
for her should it be wrong for me ? " 

' This time Hester could find no suitable reply. 
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• She closed the door, shutting out that fair, white 
vidon, and grasping the bedpost, fastened her teeth 
'on the wooden knob. 

'* Oh, God I help me to be silent,” she cried ; " I 
have borne it in the past, and I must bear it again. 
For once the Mormon yoke seems heavier thSn I can 
endure." 

She did not appear again, afraid to face Ziba 
lest some burning' truths should pour from her lips. 

That girl, with her angel face, will gain dominion 
over him,” Hester groaned under her breath. 
” Then my star will set, my power die. I,' myself, 
had better first be dead.** • 




CHAPTER XV 
THE play’s the THING 

JACINTH hurried do\i^n to Ziba, rewarded for 
the trouble she had taken over her attire by 
the man’s admiring smile. 

" I shall be proud to escort such a dainty fairy," 
he declared ; " you will cause quite a stir in the 
restaurant with your fresh, natural' bloom, so scldcwn 
seen in London. The way you have dressed your 
hair is perfection. Those curls peeping through 
the neatly entwined ribbon, show me you lean to the 
artistic. Later on I will give you some lovely dresses ; 
you shall be the feigning belle of Utah." 

Jacinth recalled Hester’s criti~isims, thinking how 
far they were from the mark She would not pain 
Ziba by a repetition of his sister’s stinging words. 
To-night they must only remember themselves, 
obliterating all discordant notes. She did not allow 
herself to think of Mr. and Mrs. Abbott, fondly 
picturing her in the unexciting position of governess. 
How far better to be a promised bride, enjoying 
the. sweets pf a festive evening with the man of her 
^oicel She felt deliriously happy as they , drove 

M* 
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to the restaurant selected by Ziba. It was brightly 
illuminated with electric lights reflected in numerOTis 
looking-glasses, which enlarged an otherwise not too 
spacious room. Most of the tables were already* 
•ccupied, and as the proprietor led them to a shel- 
tered nook by an overspreading p^lm, Jacinth was . 
conscious her beauty had the prophesied efiecf on 
his clientele. Women, as well as men, devoured 
her with their eyes, whimpering comments on the 
^hite robed figure. 

Ziba felt elated at the thought she was all his 
own, congratulating himself upon winniing, not 
only ' a simple, trustful sou? but a veritable belle, 
who wou^d wake envy in the hearts of his less for- 
tunate brethren. • 

“ I saw she was a flower worthy of ray plucking 
when first I gathered her on the roadside at River- 
pool,” he thought, as they settled themselves at a 
table for two. 

"Sit here where the people gan see you,” he 
whispered. " I have not often had the opportunity 
'of taking such a pretty girl about.” 

Jacinth blushed as she obeyed, delighted to feel 
Ziba was satisfied. She had no wish to gaze around 
upon the assembled throng of diners, she only sought 
Her lover's face with large adoring eyes. None 
could fail to observe this couple were in love. They 
carried their story in radiant smileSi.^Ziba 1)^king 
no to conceal his attentive^mannei in public. 
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Enthusiastically he started an animated conver> 
sation. 

“ However dramatic the play may prove to-night, 
it cannot equal the wonderful Mormon dramas which 
take place at the Endowment House in Utah when ' 
candidates presen, t themselves for initiation. You 
must pass through those scenes of wonder with me 
when you are my wife. Our people are great actors, 
and you will see a play thefe which will open your 
eyes to real histrionic talent.” 

” What do they do ? ” asked Jacinth, puzzled 
that acting should be connected with religion. 

” Oh ! many startling'" and entertaining things,” 
answered Ziba with a smile. “ After you have been 
washed by a woman attendant you will join me, 
and we shall behold the grand .council of the gods. 
A blank verse drama is intoned by figures represent- 
ing Michael, Eloheim, and Jehovah. At the close 
of this a responsive chorus breaks out, then Jehovah 
says ; — " . 

” ' Let us make man in image, form, and likeness 
as our own.” 

'* Simultaneously the new candidates have been 
laid on the floor, the attendants dosing all novices’* 
eyes. Then enter the gods, and manipulate these 
prostrate ones, limb by limb, notifying the use of 
each member, and feigning to mould them afresh. 
Sharply they ^trike them to indicate the power of 
creation. After they have had the breath of l^e 
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blown into their nostrils by these mummer gods, 
they are raised to their teet — * As Adam, newly 
made, completely ductile, mobile in the Maker’s 
hand.' You see, I quote the very words, for at one* 
^ime I deigned, on special occasions, to be qpe of the 
dramatis personae." • 

Jacinth listened excitedly as he filled her- glass 
with champagne,. 

" You are at liberty to partake of this fluid to- 
night,” he declared, " as a tonic after the fatigues 
of your journey." 

He was trying, as he spoke, to hypnotize her into 
seeing vividly tjie play he loved to describe. 

•* " Wh^t happens next ? " she asked, revealing he 
had captured her interest. 

" Oh, many strange scenes, enacted in a chamber 
where rich curtains, gorgeous carpets, boxes of 
, flowering shrubs, pictured mountains and painted 
foimtains are delicately suffused by rays of heavenly 
light. Here Adam and Eve are. seen partially un- 
clothed. But for prejudice, they should be entirely 
stripped, as were our first parents. Unfortunately, 
even godly Mormon people are not yet sufficiently 
fJure-minded to make this advisable. It might 
' l?e used against us, so we err on the safe side. Our 
first parents are seen wandering in the Garden, where 
the devil appears, attired in knee breeches' and short 
black velvet jacket, wearing a pointod^helmefUqnd 
. Satanic mask. He proffers temptation to Eve. and 
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she partakes of the fruit, giving it, as in the Bible, 
to the weak Adam. They clasp hands, becoming 
almost delirious from its effects, dancing around 
vivaciously until tired out they sink upon the groimd. 
Behind ^ curtain the audience hear lamentations, a 
chorus of groans accompanied by the clashing of 
thunder.” 

Jacinth listened, feeling her appetite fade away. 
In fancy she actually beheld the blasphemous antics 
of these people, Ziba’s power forcing them to appe^ir 
sacred to the mind of the girl his love had bewitched. 

" Eloheim then reappears,” continued Ziba, ” be- 
spangled with brilliants and dazzling stripes of 
many hues. He pronounces a curse, taken word 
for word from the Scriptures, a curse upon the ser- 
pent. On hearing the words Satan staggers and 
drops on the ground, wriggling away with most 
fantastic contortions. Then Eve and Adam are 
duly anathematized also, and bemoaning their sinful 
fate, the lost ones rend their garments, beating their 
breasts with agonized hands.” 

” What is all this leading up to ? ” asked Jacinth. 

'* It is preliminary,” Ziba answered quickly, ” ta 
the candidates (who are given small, white aprons 
covered with emblematical fig leaves) joining in a 
solemn, oath repeated after Adam on their knees. 
They promise to submit themselves entirely to the 
YfiH’ of the priesthood. Men swear they will marry 
no woman without the consent of the presidency of 
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the Chtuxh. After receiving a key-word and grip, 
.the First Degree of the Aaronic IViesthood is con- 
ferred.’* 

^Jacinth no longer thought of the play in store for 
them that night, her whole mind became Absorbed 
by Ziba’s conversation. Vaguely she wondered if all 
this mummery could be right, so foreign (o home ideas 
of spiritual development.^ Boldly she stated her 
views, realizing she must keep nothing back from 
Ziba now they were to be one. 

" You see,” she explained, to cover her. heresy, 
** nothing of that kind is eyer done in England. 
I do not know that I should like it. I would rather 
see acting in theatres ; the idea of dressed-up people 
quoting Scripture, might surely be a little bla^ 

• phemous.” 

Ziba started uncomfortably. Had he said toe 
much ? He had meant to .describe the subsequent 
entrance of Peter, James, and John, who command 
the devil to depaVt in the name of* the Holy Priest- 
hood. He particularly delighted^ in the part where 
Satan hisses, foams, and rushes out, hotly pursued 
by the Apostle Peter. 

You are quite mistaken,” he declared, and now 
his voice was stentorian. ” The little play is a godly 
means by which Mormon leaders weld their converts 
into glorious unity. All is undertaken with a feeling 
of sblemnity. Verily, my soul is somewhat troilhlQd 
over you, dear Jacinth. Is it possible you are still 
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in an unenlightened condition ? I would snatch 
you from the ranks of the faUen, lest you wander 
in darkness. Should you question any of our creed, 
the righteousness you seek after will be as filthy 
rags. Though outwardly fair, from head to fool, 
yo)ir body will Contain unseen bruises, wounds, and 
putref 3 dng sores." 

Jacinth hastened to offer apology. 

** You must not be angry," she murmured, touch- 
ing his hand under cover of the cloth. "It is &1] 
so strange to me, and as your promised wife, I wished 
you to know exactly how I felt. Of course, I have 
not your wisdom and learning. I .only desire to be 
guided by the truths you so ably expound." 

Ziba looked mollified, but deep down in his heart 
a sensation of wrath still kindled the fires of his 
easily-roused temper. 

" I wish you could have heard,” he replied, " u 
sermon I preached in Utah on that notable text : 

‘ Depart, ye cursed, into everlastihg fire.’ If you 
turn back now, my child, yoiar soul will welter in 
that awful gulf. I only seek to make you faithful, 
and guard you from all false doctrine.” 

He drank a deep draught of champagne as be 
spoke. 

" To-iporrow," he added joyfully, ” after your 
immersion at the public baths we have procured for 
oiarbaptismS, you will see matters in a clearer li|:ht. 
I love you too deeply to let your soul chowl fit the 
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’ sulphurous flames of hell through all eternity. You 
can understand how earnest oxir men are since I tell 
you that the initiates, when in a saved condition, 
take a solemn oath to avenge the death of our 
ifiartyred Prophet, Joseph Smith. They \piflinch- 
ingly promise to cherish hostility to the Government 
of the United States for the mtirder of thSt just man.” 

Ziba’s eyes flashed as he spoke : but for the in- 
fluence of the champagne he so seldom took, he 
WQuld not have said so much. 

He had always gloried in the fact that these En- 
dowment House converts were absolved from all 
previous oaths of fealty. Even if they failed to 
overthrow ,the Government, at least they promised 
to teach their children the pxirsuance of that revenge, 
though outwardly the -Church proclaims this oath 
to be annihilated. 

Ziba gave no further details of the horrible blas- 
piiemies perpetrated in the Endowment House. Des- 
sert was on the table, and he was consulting his 
watc^ with regard to the time. 

' " I have paid for good seats,” he said, ” so we 
must not lose any of the play. We will take our 
coffee quickly, and be off when you have finished 
' yOur grapes.” 

Though still blinded by love, Jacinth felt less 
happy when she left the restaurant. Ziba’s wild 
talk .still rang in her brain. She had a vision'-^ ol 
the lightly-c^d Adam and Eve making sport with 
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a tempting devil in pantomimic mask, comparing 
such an orgy with the quiet services familiar at home. 
The thought of to-morrow’s immersion was also 
somewhat terrifying.to one accustomed to the Church 
of England’s baptismal font. ^ ‘ 

Another swift journey in a comfortable taxi 
gave her little time for reflection. The London 
theatre, viewed from thejr seats i^ the dress-circle, 
made a pleasing spectacle to unaccustomed eyes. 
Well-dressed women in stalls and boxes attracted 
Jacinth’s admiration, and once the curtain rose she 
sat enthralled by the^spell of the world’s greatest 
poet. 

This magnificently represented Shakespearean 
drama drew her out of herself.' The fine acting stirred 
her emotions, making her gtateful to Ziba as the giver 
of such a treat. How she wished her father could 
have shared this iptellectual banquet ! How much 
the sight of his fellow creatures would mean to the 
bedridden man I 

During one of tjae intervals Ziba, who had now 
entirely forgiven Jacinth, whispered that his feverish 
love gave him an actual physical thirst. He must 
leave her to assuage that bodily craving, not adding 
that his enslavement to tobacco also called him from 
her sidq. 

No sooner was she alone, than a man's figure from 
ottS"ol the back rows moved stealthily in her direc- 
tion. The seat behind her was vacant, he slipped 
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' into it unobserved by the girl gazing down on the 
smartly coiffured heads in the stalls. 

Suddenly the stranger bent forward, addressing 
her in a quick whisper. 

^ " You are in danger,” he said breathlessly. " The 
man you are with, decoys young girl^ to Utali. I am 
a defective, here is my card. I am lodging in rodms 
exactly opposite Elvaston House. I foUowed you 
here to-night, hoping to get speech with you. If you 
aje in any trouble, or detained against your will, tie 
this crimson handkerchief outside your window, 
and the house shall be raided at once. You may 
be in love with that man, bht for mercy's sake do 
Hot my warning. Remember what 1 have 

said. Unless you wa>it me, you will never see me 
again." . . 

Speechless with amazement. Jacinth gazed help- 
lessly into Carson's serious face. She tried to answer 
him, but her voice left her, Tor a' moment she feared 
she would faint.. Ro parental expostulations came 
with the same earnestness as the businesslike speech 
of this unknown detective. He forced the large silk 
handkerchief into her trembling hands, with the 
professional card which bore his calling as well as 
name. 

'Before she could even gasp out ” Thank you,” 
or pull herself together to speak in defence 'of Ziba, 
the. unexpected intruder had slipped noiselessly 
away. 
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Mechanically she concealed both card and hand- 
kerchief in a petticoat pocket, terrified lest Ziba’s 
keen int'uition should divine its presence. The 
very fact of keeping these trophies, appeared dis- 
loyal towards her future husband. She excused 
herself by saying he might notice their presence 
udess they 'were hidden, and his feelings would be 
hurt by the cruel attack. She hoped he would re- 
main away some mopients longer, that she might 
regain her self-control. The theatre with its sea 
of faces became a blurred mass. From head to 
foot she felt frozen and tmreal. She clung to the ^ 
seat to prevent herself from falling limply forward, a 
thousand vague suspicions beat upon her brain. \ 

She would not let herself believe she had fallen 
into vain error. Ziba loved her, and had done his 
best to prove devotion by arranging this evening of 
dissipation. He was, perhaps, less godly than she 
had hoped, but sfie still clung to the memory of 
the dead child's resurrection, 'and Ziba's burning 
eloquence at Mormon meetings. 

She failed to regain entire composure by the time, . 
his tall figure reseated itself at her side. 

" I hope I have not stayed away too long, little 
sweetheart,” he whispered, pressing her arm. 

Jacinth's white lips murmured she was all right 
alone. 

“ But ycu look so pale," he added, glancing at 
her critically. " I fear the heat of this building is 
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'too nxpch for you. Fan 3rour5ell with my pro- 
jsramme.” 

'Jacinth took it from him. glad to shield her ashen 
countenance. 

*" I turned slightly duzy," she declared.*' but I 
am better now. See, the curtain is tising, we must 
not talk.” * 

How thankfully, she wqjicomed this excuse for 
silence ! The play no longer charmed her, the actors 
weiie mere .puppets moving in a dream. Her brain 
was on fire with nameless dread, she saw only the 
Jace of that unknovm man, folding a blood-red 
handkerchief rolled in a ball. 

Fiercely she repeated an emphatic inward assur- 
ance : ” I love Ziba, fove him, trust him, adore • 
him. He is my king, and can do no wrong. I 
stand pledged to the Mormon faith. There is no 
tu^ng back." 




.. CHAPTER XVI 

THE CANDIDATE FOR BAPTISM 

Z IBA did not notice Jacinth’s silence as they 
droYe back to South Tottenham after the 
play. He put it down to the natural fatigue of 4 
long day. , 

" It is just possible,” he said. " my sister may 
suggest you should do your share in the. workrooms 
on the ground floor of El vaston House, where we keep 
young women menially ’employed. Please under- 
stand that any such course would be derogatory to 
my future wife. . Yoij can say you have my per- 
mission to be excused, and refer to me if the matter 
is pressed. I wish your stay at 'Elvaston House to 
be one of absolyte happines;;. Some people think 
that engagement days are, if possible, even more 
entrancing than those of the honejmioon. Your 
memory myst not be clouded by my sister's inter- 
ference.” 

” Although my room is next to Miss Wayne’s, 
I dare say we shall not see much of each other,” 
replied Jacinth as she thanked him. "Already 
I have W occasion to lock h^ oyt,” 
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In reality the girl's thoughts were far from Hester, 
she still smarted under the paralysing recollection 
the detective’s words. The presence of that un- ' 
^own man had apparently snapped some mighty 
cord of power by which the hypnotist fetfered her 
will. The whispered accusation that Ziba decoyed 
young girls to Utah filled her with vague alarm. 
She tried to think, in palpation of this statement, 
\hat Ziba was working for the good of their souls. 
HiS missionary propaganda would naturally give 
colour to such an idea. Despite the excuses made 
-fOr him, a sudden chill laid icy fingers on her heart 

as he crushed hei* nearer to himself. Some of the 

« 

magnetism* was missing from that fierce embrace : 
she almost wished he would cease kissing her. 

■ Jacinth’s lack of response was misunderstood by 
this ardent lover. 

" She is half fainting with ecstasy," he thought. 

" The wine of life js running hotly through her 
veins." 

.Tenderly he helped her to alighf, and opened the 
‘door of Elvaston House with a key, fumbling for 
matches in the totally dark hall. 

. " 1 told Hester to leave the gas,” he said in a tone 
of annoyance. " She seems bent on going against 
my wbhes. I selected one of our most comfdrtable 
rooms for you to inhabit, but even this wgiS altered,., 
on tlfe plea of strenuous propriety. I must put 
my. down to-merrow and^make a firm stand. 
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I have never been thwarted in my life, and don't 
intend to begin knuckling under to a wontum 
' now." 

Again the hitherto well concealed temper mani- 
fested its smouldering presence. If Ziba made an 
amorous lover, he might also develop into a terrify- 
ing bully, should his wife offend in the smallest 
matter. 

Instinctively the girl recalled her parents' lenient 
vrays. How patiently they bore with her short- 
comings. how few were the unkind words spoken, in 
Briar Cottage ! Was it possible she felt a little 
homesick on this her first night away from parental 
guidance? *■ 

Ziba gave her a candle^ and conducting her up the 
first flight of stairs, impressed a last warm kiss on 
her lips as he murmured " Good-night." 

" Sweet slumbers be yours, my glorious lily," he 
cooed. " I shall dream of yop in your white garb, 
like the flowers you represent. You shall neither 
toil nor spin. Your path shall be a bed of roses, 
nothing I can give will be too good for my young 
and beautiful bride." 

He watched her with devouring eyes as she flitted 
down the corridor. 

" in a few days she will be mine, to hold for all 
^time," he, thought, with a glow of desire. " Then I 
need no longer fear Hester's scathing comfnents. 
She has held l^e reins too long, it is (time she took a 
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back seat. I have allowed her unlimited latitude, 
^)ie; has so controlled my private afiairs 'that she 
toogates to herself an undesirable supremacy. It 
^ucjU be well for her to stay on here and continue her 
good work in England, while I hie me to Ufkh with 
my little prize. Later, when Hesler •joins us.* I 
may be less infatuated. Time is a wonderful subduer 
of passion's mandates. Bven the lovely Jacinth 
""may appear ordinary in my eyes when, like a bee, 
I Have sucked the sweets from that fragile flower. 
Such rare loveliness'may prove short lived. How the 
•people-stared at her to-night 1 • What a lucky fellow 
th^y thought me^ ” 

"Thus- chuckling overjiiis conquest he resorted to 
the board-room, to partake of a strong brandy and' 
soda, a companion to his good-night pipe. 

The evening had proved one of long torment to 
Hester, Vividly she pictured the loving couple 
enjoying every moment of those hours which held 
agony for her. At last the revelation had come, 
that 'She could endure no longer the faith which had 
’held her fast since infancy. If a few months ago 
any one had prophesied that she would dare to break 
the chains and betray the secrets of Mormon infi- 
delities, she would have met the idea with a storm of 
derision. Then she believed Ziba would never fall 
in love again. His wives would cont^ue to <be 
selected like cattle in a herd, kepi only to bring' 
ne^ly-l3qni souls into Zion, wording m the fields to 
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pay their maintenance. But the scene changed when 
Jacinth -loomed on Ziba’s horizon. He betrayed 
his weakness for her in every word spoken to Hestet-. 
Jacinth was to be treated like a queen. Speda* 
meals vfrere ordered, and flowers sent in to decorate 
the spacious apartment designed for her use. Stwn- 
ly Hester had rearranged domestic affairs, stamping 
the blossoms underfoot, while telling Ziba she 
had sent them to a house of sickness, since such gifts 
might breed vaunting pride in Jacinth’s soul. “ 

The lonely evening hours in her room proved fruit- 
ful of resolve. Hestter thought no more of her im- 
mortal soul, or, if she did, realised it could not be 
saved through Mormon devices. She knew the 
whole fabric to be rotten to the core. The last 
remnant of her belief appeared washed away by 
burning tears of hatred and defiance. 

" Oh, God ! ho‘W tht sect have made me suffer f ” 
she moaned, as she heard Jacinth enter the adjoining 
room. “ If that innocent girl could know one half 
of their villainy; she would sicken with horror and 
make good her escape.” 

Hearing the gentle movements of Jacinth dis- 
robing, Hester could no longer remain silent. If 
she waited till the morning, Sba. m4;ht make it up- 
possible for her to gain speech alone with the can£- 
date for baptism. Better open the eyes of this 
young Englishwmnan before she actually bibcame 
an immorsed Mori^. She Jionestiy b^yed the 
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girl was moral, and had been hoodwinked into the 
conviction that polygamy was no longer practised. 
:< Swiftly Hester took a box from her cupboard and 
^laid it on a plain deal table at the foot of her bed. 
Sfie opened the lid, revealing documents tied* closely 
together with crimson ribbon, her feet^ar^ally cover- 
ing the uncanny blood stain. 

Then setting her teeth, ,she, moved to Jacinth's 
' door, and turning the handle sbftly, found it bolted 
against her. 

. “ Are you in safely, my child ? " she asked; trying 
io malos her voice sound natuml. " Have you en- 
joyed a pleasant evening ? ” 

•Jacinth had just shaken down her hair, her open 
dressing gown revealing a robe of dainty white- 
lingerie beneath. 

“ Excuse my not opening the door,” she replied, 
'* but I am just undressing. , I am so very tired, I 
want to get to bed quickly.” 

For a moment Hester looked baffled, then she 
added in a lower tone — • 

I “ Won’t you come to me ? 1 am in terrible trouble, 
and I want your help.” 

« Now the speaker no longer concealed the frenzied 
note, which weighted her words, adding to their 
insistmt demands. 

Jacinth ^ang to her feet. Scatterii^ some hair- 
pins which lay on her lap, she tossed back unruly 
curls frotn her atartle^^cs, hurriedly joining Hestei:/ 
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already hall lorgetting the woman's previous un- 
kindnesst 

Miss Wayne was still fully dressed in a tightfy' 
fitting grey gown, but her ashen face and blood-shot 
eyes showed she was in very real distress. 

■ '* Sit do\vn," • she said, motioning Jacinth to a 
chair. '* I have a confession to make, one strangely 
painful to myself.” <• 

The girl obeyed, bending forward, her hands 
clasped tightly over her knees. 

Hester was standing at the foot of the bed, leaning 
against the wooden ball which bore the marks of her 
teeth. •« 

” I confess,” she began, “ Jthat I am jealous of you, 
because of your good looks and the passion you have 
aroused in my husband’s heart. Ah I you start and 
turn pale, you hardly believe my words. It is diffi- 
cult, is it not, for-an English girl to credit that poly- 
gamy, though forbidden by la;w, is still the keynote 
of our creed ? I, who was xcar^ in Mormonism, 
have seen much of the bloody comedy. You caimot 
conceive the abject misery of a religion which' 
preaches plural marriage in order that women may 
be exalted in heaven. 1 remember many weeping 
girls wringing their hands, while their mothers per- 
suade them to seek spiritual salvation through 
union with some portly old frog of an Elder. I am 
Ziba's first lawful w^, masqueradic^ here* as a 
spinster, that ‘he may seek % fourth spoilt His 
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second and third wives are now doing manual 
work to' bring grist to his mill in Utah. Katrine is 
particularlf servile, and being . deeply religious, 
^urged him to bring another child-bearer to add to his 
numerous family. He has twelve children-idready." 

As Jacinth listened, she fancied .%he, must be in 
the throes of some appalling nightmare. She could 
not fathom this woman's avords. 

“ If you are his wife," she gasped, " why in Hea- 
ven's name did you help to lure me here ? You 
are saying all this to frighten me. You want to 
•wreck my life's happiness, and^rou are doing so by a 
tissue of lies." • 

•*' I was true to my creed," answered the woman 
bitterly, " but to-night it seemed that the devil must 
be the author of such a doctrine. The * spiritual 
wifeism ' is nothing but a replica of modern free love. 
My soul has been crushed by the parental cruelty 
which forced me to accept polygamy, and bend my 
head before its yoke. My father was so fanatical 
thatrif I spoke a word of rebellion, he told me the 
. evil one dwelt in my heart. 1 dared not disobey, so I 
was sealed to Elder Wayne. My cup of misery was 
tempered by the fact that he was a very young man 
at the time, and I had the high honour of being his 
first wife. I knew others must be added to his'store, 
but he promised I should always hav^ dominion 
ovar<them ; they would practicaUy be my servants. 
Until ybu came he kgpt his word. I* went to River- 
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pool At his command, thinking you would join the 
menials in Utah when you were sealed to him for the 
sake of progeny.'.’ 

Jacinth shuddered as a terrible conviction grippe<|> 
her with' an assurance of approaching eviL Could 
Ziba's love7making really contain such cruel delu- 
sion? It was impossible not to see that Hester 
spoke from inward bitterness, crushed under a 
S5retem which would^ have killed a frailer nature. 

" Ziba swore he was a godly man," stammered 
the girl’s ashen lips. " If what* you tell me is true 
he is the vilest seducer.” 

A terrible snule, the travesty of what a smile 
should be, parted Hester’s, lips. • . . 

" Had you become his plural wife,” she said 
incisively, ” he would have taught you our so-called 
divine law as revealed to the ancient Patriarchs. 
Doubtless he denied polygamy when first courtjng 
you, since Mormons declare that under certain cir- 
cumstances the Lord allows- His priesthood to lie 
in order to save His people. Young children cajpiot 
receive strong meat, they must first be fed with, 
innocent milk. This tallies with our complicated 
truths, novices are taught little by little. Ziba 
knew well enough you -would only marry hiQi' in 
ignorance, he never contemplated for one moment 
that 1 should turn traitor to my own people. It 
would revolt you to read our past history. ‘When 
first in Utah a' great rush wa^ madejor new wives. 
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old reprobates traded for young girls, calling this 
shameful market ' the crowning joy and privilege 
of believos.* Hundreds of mere children, not more 
than thirteen years of age. were sealed to elderly 
sfliitois, whole families of daughters bein^^ married 
to one and the same man. From^uch orgies has 
our religion sprung, and the evil efiectS of the past 
cling to the present. We^ still suffer in our mixed 
population from the blood of near kindred. No 
relationships were too sacred to violate. When 
.Ziba married his other wives I had to give my con- 
,sent to these weddings. Ha^ I refused, 1 must 
have stated befqfe the President my reasons for 
objecting. , -If he decided they were justifiable, he 
might have prevented \he marriage. In your case 
I could have adduced nothing but youth and good 
looks, not at all adequate obstacles. The Presi- 
dent would have told me [that I, sinned in refusing 
to comply with the law given unto Sarah of old. 
His mandate wouid*have gone forth that Ziba was 
pe^itted by revelation through the prophet to 
marry Jacinth Abbott without my sanction. I 
should be condemned, he would be justified. In 
Utah you would still have been forced to retain 
your maiden name, in deference to the United States 
mandate. All our Endowment House matrices are 
kept secret, unless it be a first wife. Private records 
are carefully concealed, and no Gentil^ court 'has 
as yeb discoy«red their hiding |fiace. Mormons 
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employ peculiar tactics to defeat justice. After 
to-night I shall be forced to shake off the bonds, 
and will gladly escap>e from so distasteful a life. 
Often I have contemplated killing myself, nauseated v 
by the «’ork Ziba gave me to do. He forgets he 
loved me once,' .and makes no effort to control his 
terrible temper, which has proved the bane of my 
existence. If I had really hated you as much as I 
thought, I should have let you marry him, knowing 
how soon he would tire, once he had destroyed you 
body and soul. As a rule. Mormon women dare not 
disclose the story of their wrongs even to each other- 
They share the common fate of .abandoned unfor- 
tunates. Hundreds, were they at liberty, would 
repudiate Mormonism, and seek Gentile protection 
could they obtain it in safe and reliable form. I 
can read the despair in your heart, poor child. You 
are frozen by the horrqr of my words. You see the 
feet of clay protruding from the robe of your precious 
saint. Perhaps, to assure yourself I am not lying, 
you would like to read his early loVe letters tQ.me. 
You know his writing well enough by now.” She, 
raised the open box from the table, placing it on 
Jacinth’s knee. 

” I would not ask you to believe me without 
written testimony,” Hester added, unfolding the 
closely covered sheets, illiuninated by the dull gas 
jet. * » 

Jacinth scanhed the familiarly penned lines, her 
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temples beating madly, and her soul revolting as 
she digested the loathsome words — 

' *' Beloved Hester, adored of my saintly being, 1 , 
, jejoice that such a peerless goddess as yourself will 
be linked to me fdr time and eternity, new I have, 
set my feet on the brink of manhdbd.^ I hope you 
are resigned to the beautiful theory that as love 
develops with married Ufa, man’s nature so expands 
that a husband can love more than one spouse, and 
that spouse love the other wives and their offspring 
in a truly Christian way. Such a beUef builds up a 
'godly character, and become a means of grace to 
ptirify society. • Later on it should be your desire 
to further *me in this great glory. I shall only take 
other wives from a sense of duty ; it will be done 
for righteousness’ sake. You were one of a poly- 
gamous family, so any breath of rebellion is a reproof 
to your sainted mother. J^o other wife shall ever 
have my love. Ypu will shine as the supreme and 
guiding star. All must bow down before my first., 
.peverenced and elevated partner. I await your 
kisses with parched Ups. No other shall ever move 
me to passion.” 

• Jacinth’s eyes half closed, she could not endure 
the si^^t of this time-faded writing. 

” If he is so false,” she groaned, ” s{id all you tell 
me pme, how could he raise the dead ? You would 
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have me believe him a devil, yet I have witnessed 
his works of power — seen them with my own eyes. 
How can =»uch things be ? There is no explaining 
the mystery ? ” 



CHAPTER XVII 


THE WORST KIND OF BAD . CHARACTER 

H ester found no difficulty in answering this 
question. * 

" You ask me how he could raise the dead ? It 
was like his cunning to let you see one of his much* 
quoted miracles. ' He has been playing that game 
ever ^ce he discovered he whs a past master in the 
^ of hypnotist. A New York scientist taught 
him how ‘to develop and use the gift of which he 
had been conscious since .childhood. His instructor 
little guessed the deception which would be prac- 
tised by his pupil. He gave me an account of his 
l^rowess that afternoon in the!* Riverpool suburb. 
The child was easily hypnotized, and the mother 
delighted to accept the fee offered. The doctor,* 
tbb, was one of ourselves, a clever actor, in the 
person of Elder Hoge. He is coming here shortly, 
and you were to be told he joined the M(Nmons 
since Mutnessing Ziba’s saintly work.” 

* As Hest» spoke, Jacinth remembered in a flash 
her lover's description of Mormon dramatic talent. 
The scales fell from her eyes as the ^hole hideous 
imposture lav revealed. The wickedntes appalled 
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her, and she wondered how she could possibly have 
been taken in by one so utterly abandoned. Hester 
read her thoughts. 

"You, too. became a victim of his mesmeric 
power. He caught you like a bird in a snare, h/^ 
told me Lc could control your will from afar, that 
he had brought you to him by stealth at night. 
Even now you may not be able to escape entirely 
from that uncanny influence. He has tried it upon 
me, but I am adamant. When first he spoke of 
taking you to himself, he remarked jestingly he 
wished to improve his stock, as a farmer might 
speak of his herd of b.:asts. He prays nightly that 
Mormons may never dwindle down to the one wife 
system, since bearing the image of God, it is right 
they should multiply exceedingly. Could you have 
borne to see your children brought up in such a 
faith ? That is the much-talked-of peace and happi- 
ness in Zion. You can only imagine — ^while I 
know — ^the shame and heart-crmshing sorrow of 
polygamy. Woman’s true nature cries out against 
such abomination, but they must needs submit, 
imagining that this soul-destroying monstrosity will 
secure them everlasting life. The Prophet has de- 
clared it in the name of the Lord, polygamy was 
his * Revelation.’ The trick, I now know, was 
invented by designing men to satisfy thar own 
passions." , 

Jacinth sprang to her feet. 
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• ** I cannot bear to listen,” she gasped. ” It is 
too disgusting, too vile. But for your goodness in 
speaking, 1 should, indeed, have been a losf woman. 
I little dreamed there was such villainy in the world.” 

You are right," replied Hester. " The secret 
wife S 3 ^tem is one which shoujd be ^own 
and condemned throughout the universe. Hiose 
wretched girls you dragged into Mormonism will 
learn this to their* cost.” * . 

The sting of the words broke Jacinth down, she 
burst into a flood of tears. 

"My God!” she moaned, "why was I not 
.warned? " 

Even as sjie murmured the agonized words, her 
father’s ' desperate censure returned to her mind,^ 
with the strong articles in the Riverpool papers. 
She regarded herself as some other being, swamped 
in ignorance, controlled by a mind which imparted 
a foreign nature to her body. * All love for Ziba now 
turned to such a bitter loathing, the, very thought 
of him congealed her blood. 

X must go back to save my victims,” she oried. 
** The girls shall hear from my own lips what Ziba 
really is. I cannot sleep under this roof, I shall 
leave to-night." 

Hester looked frightened. 

" No, my child,” she answered quickly. You 
are too young to wander about in the d^k unpro- 
tected. .You must wait until the morning, i will 
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let you out quite early, and you can nudce your way 
straight to the station. You speak of saving the 
girls you led astray. You forget that one, at 
least, is already journeying towards the Salt Lake. 
Maggie Hper was sealed to an Elder befcure leaving 
this house. It was not really a marriage at aU. One 
of our priests mumbled a service behind a blanket 
hung in the middle of the room. Maggie and her 
betrothed were on the "other side of the blanket. 
This was done for extra secrecy, that she might not 
see the priest, since the young man had other wives 
in Utah. Her bridegroom was one of Brother 
Brigham's numerous descendants. He boasted 
much of his connexion with that grand ancesitor, 
described as Prophet, Sefcr,. and Reveialor. He 
only wished to follow in Brigham Young’s steps, 
holding that all must perish who fought against 
Zion. Zion, he told Maggie, was hid in one of the 
chambers of the Lord, adding that the scourge of 
the Almighty was upon the Gentiles. She laughed 
at his Biblical phrases, thinking he would keep h«r 
in luxury when she joined the Company of Saints, 
little guessing the men grow fat on the earnings of 
the feminine fools they lure from the four quarters 
of the earth.” 

Jacinth’s burning tears continued to flow. ' She 
was not weeping for her own disillusioned aflectkms, 
but for ihe retribution awaiting poor, ignorant 
Maggie Piper. 
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* ** 1 will tell you why I can leave to-night," Jacinth 
said whoi she could control her voice, " Someone 
is living oppodte who will see I come to no harm. 
^ ^ould stifle if I remained in that room, conscious 
1 ^vas undffl' the same roof with a loathsome hypo> 
crite, full of l3ring speeches and darls intrigue. I 
fear his sorceries. All his schemes' ard* from the 
devil. Thank Heaven 1 am not yet baptized. You 
suggested I might escape, saying I could easily walk 
out 90W. since I had not become an immersed Mor- 
mon. I dreaded the ceremony in the public baths." 

Hester gave a low, harsh laugh. 

“ One'of the papers declared, '*she replied, " there 
was;no harm jn using these baths for Mormon bap- 
tisms, provided total imfnersion of the missionary 
was' practised, he being kept under for a sufficient 
'length of time 1 I have not only saved you from a 
false religion, but from a husband whose cruel 
tyrahny you must soon have discovered. He would 
have sworn to you-oiT your wedding-day that the 
only system of marriage he recognized was that 
comflion among Christians, inwardly chuckling over 
the trick practised on a newly-converted Gentile. 
He excuses all his falsehoods because outsiders have 
no right to pry into Mormon business. In such 
cases,* for the good of Saints, ungodly persons must 
be deceived." 

Alr^dy Jadnth had rushed into h» ^m, arid 
was. hastily dressing as Hester talked. 
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"Do not think me ungrateful iat not taking 
your advice and staying till morning/' whispered 
the detracted girl. " I am terrified of meeting Ziba 
again, though I do not believe, now my eyes are > 
open, lys mesmerism could take any real efieeC; 
jpow extraordinary that I never suspected he was 
using somd subtle influence to turn my brain ! It 
was not like me to treat my parents in that horribly 
deceitful manner. 1 thought I was doing the will 
of God. I was convinced that I was just^ed. 
When. Ziba cast his lustful eyes, upon me, I mistook 
it for* the gaze of a saintly Apostle. He made me 
observe everything from his point of view. Once he 
even told me that he had seen the Lord, who alurays 
guided him by a filmy clofld no bigger than a man's 
hand, which was in reality a sanctified spirit going 
before him in this earthly wilderness. I believed- 
that, too ; I believed everything. How little I 
dreamt you woidd be my truest friend 1 If eVfer I 
can repay you for your amaztng goodness, it will be 
the happiest day of my life.” 

" When I have broken fref , ’ replied Hester', " I 
may indeed want a friend. My idea is to shake the 
dust of Mormonism from my feet, and show up its 
villainies far and wide. If I can afford to do so, I 
shall, go on a lectxiring tour to warn all EnigHsh- 
people against this hideous monstro* 

sity.” ' 

" Good,” declared Jacinth ; " they need a strong 
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opponent. But is it possible some torible revenge 
might be planned to stay your tongue ? 

. • Hester gave a significant nod. 

Of course there is grave danger, but I am ufflling 
^ face it, since life holds little for me It was 

merely cowardice which preventer* m^ ending .a 
miserable existence years ago. I accepted the agony 
of martyrdom because I weak, though Ziba 
always thought me, oh, so strong ! Life’s nobler 
instincts had been crushed out of me with sacrilegious 
hands. I was told by brutalized and debased men 
^at I. should be purified by fhe Mormon system. 
The purifying I seceived was a lesson in patience 
anB sel^-command. As the wife of a conceited prig 
who, if I spoke one word of ’censure, instantly, 
proclaimed me as ‘ damned for hell, where the worm 
dieth not, and the fire is not quenched,' I have seen 
hirn cruelly chastising his qwn children in a way 
that makes a woman's blood boil. When I pleaded 
a sufficiency of thfe inhuman punishment he merely 
asked, in his stentorian voice, y?hether I would 
. have God's little ones go ' imwhipped of justice ' ? 
He added that without stripes they could never 
repent or embrace the everlasting covenant. He 
wisihed to cast out devils before the swamping scourge 
overtook his offspring. I have heard him teRa terri- 
fied girl-child of six years old that s]m woul4 be 
swept with the wicked from off the face pf the land, 
that eVil spirits would devour hei*, since 0 tree is 
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known by its fruits, and she was ripening for endless 
torment. The little one cried haU the night ; she 
was Katrine’s youngest. But Katrine is a poor 
feeble creature, utterly dominated by the Mcntnon 
creed. Jo her the task was to be given of maki^ 
you see polygsmy in the right light. You could 
never have leaped, for you would have been penni- 
less, and, therefore, unable to , journey home. 1 
have done much evil in the past, but I hope to-night’s 
work may be taken into account.” 

Jacinth was now ready to depart, and flinging her 
anus gratefully round Hester’s neck, kissed h^ with 
the warmth of a sister. 

" Heaven bless you,” whispered Ziba’s wife. ■' I 
will guide }rou to the hall-door, lest you miss your 
way. Perhaps we had better not take a candle. 
One never knows in a place like* this who may be 
spying about.” 

This hint of possible detection filled Jacinth with 
petrifying dread. ‘ • 

” Supposing Ziba hears us, what could he do ? '* 
asked his frightened dupe. 

Hester knew him w^ enough to prophesy the 
probable course of events. 

“ He would tell you most likely that I was m^ad, 
or lying through jealousy, since no one wished to take 
me to wife. We should have some of his j^pecious 
texts, I ^ould be described as caught by the 
powers ci darkness, lured away from the Rock 
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against which the gates of hell cannot prevafl. My 
devil would have to be exorcised, an easy mattw, 
since Ziba proie^es to speak in tmknown tongues, 
interpret visions, and heal the sick both of mind and 
body. He sa}^ he can drink any deadly^hing and 
it would not huft him. He has done this before, a 
fanatical audience, who little dreamt th^y were wit- 
nessing a conjuring trick, ^ skilfully was the liquid 
changed. At one time he carried a harmless snake 
in his pocket, pretending it was a poisonous viper, 
quoting, ' They shall take up serpents,’ etc. If he 
bought you were trying to ge| away, he would not 
hesitate to forcibly detain you. You see you could 
do him. so much harm if you returned to Riverpool 
to testify against Mormonism. ' I have no doubt 
we shall reach the door shfely, seeing it is now so 
very late. But, just for precaution’s sake, let me 
te^ you, at the end of this passage there is an ordi- 
nary-looking hot-water cupboard. It contains a 
secret door found* by pressing the f^ comer of the 
left-hand panel, where an almost invisible nail may 
^ felt. The passage leads to the door of a sm£dl 
room which is Ziba’s private study. Any one know- 
ing* of this would find it a useful spyhole ; he confers 
in. there with other lights as evil as himself. A 
]^ison«r might learn her fate had die the, courage 
to creep down that narrow, dark chao^ No one 
knows of this door save Ziba and mysdf.” 

'• Jacinth pmd little heed to the information, feeling 
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eonvihced in a few moments she would be out in the 
free air, making her way to Mr. Carson’s lodgings. 
A lump rose in her throat as she remembered Basil 
Hope. What a contrast that upright, honest Engr. 
lishman jnovr presented to the sleek, text-ridden 
Mormon, with his licentious desires and overwhelm- 
ing conceit 1 It had almost become a habit for 
Jacinth to think in texts, so infectious was Ziba’s 
mode of speech. Until now, his profane talk sur- 
rounded him with an atmosphere of piety. The Old 
habit returned to Jacinth as inwardly she murmured, 
"Oh, my soul, com^ not into their assembly." 

" Take my hand," whispered Hester, " I know 
the way so well that I can lead you. Tread softly, 
perhaps we had better carry our shoes. These Mor- 
mon Saints nourish murderous designs. Daily they 
pray for the death of their enemies. Fear of their 
vengeance has kept me ^umb for years. I am fully 
alive to danger, and intend to escape myself before 
Ziba is awake to-morrow morning. He consented 
not to share my, apartment to-night, for fear of 
arousing your suspicions." 

Jacinth set h^ lips as she pictured the miserable 
union, seared by Mormon enormities. Ziba was 
now a blasphonous infidel in her eyes, the worst 
kind of. bad character. 

She was tl^ankful of Hester's guiding hand, being 
unfamiliar with the way. They passed quickly 
down the stairs, 'not noticing until th^ were on a 



THE WORST BAD CHARACTER 209 

line with the bohrd-room door that a thjn ray of 
light proclaimed some one was still about. Simul* 
taneously they both perceived the ominous gleam. 
At that moment the door opened and Ziba appeared, 
sccompanied by Elder Hoge. who had^^arrived at 
midnight in a friend’s motor. Tha two hai^ been 
discussing business afiairs, indulging the old-world 
habit of snuff-talqng, accompanied by spirits and 
tobacco. Too late to draw back, for already the 
searching ^23^5 of flarix^ gas revealed the night 
.wanderers, who now boldly made a rush for the 
Jiall. .Quick as lightning the Elders followed, Ziba 
muttering to the, excited Hoge — 

. They can’t get out ; the key is in my pocket." 




CHAPTER XVIII 
WORTHY, OF DEATH 

A SMILE of evil triumph parted Orson's Ups. 

“ Ziba," he thought, " is never caught nap- 
ping.' 

Already Hester v^as struggling with the latch, 
feeling in the dark for the key '^e had expected 
to find in the usual placet On realizing it was 
hot there, she turned despairing eyes to Jacinth. 
Already Ziba was lighting the gas, while Elder 
Hoge cut off their retreat at the foot of the stairs. 
They were hedged in 'on every side by confinihg 
walls. 

" What does this unseemly conduct mean at 
such an hour ? " demanded Ziba, addressing both 
women as they stood with hands linked and pale 
faces of defiance. 

Jacinth was now the bolder of the two. The 
knowledge which had come to her was working its 
effect, all fatigue being forgotten under the influence 
of rage and'' scorn. 

" It means," she said, holding her head high,' her 
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voice imperious, her manner aloof, that 1 aih leav- 
ing this house never to return. I have found out 
what you really are. I know 3)00 to be a married 
man. with not one, but three wives. It is almost 
unthinkable that you should scheme t^ make an 
English girl your fourth victim. . h thank heaven 
that this good and much injured worhan has had 
the pluck to speak out. ^nd save me from your 
treachery. You made me think you a saint through 
lies and mesmerism; even your raising the dead 
.was' a blasphemous piece of acting. How you 
know .what I think of you, o^en that door and let 
me pass. Hester and I will go together. I shall 
seek the protection of the law.” 

. Jacinth felt bold in fhe knowledge that she need 
only cross the road to find a detective ready to deal 
with this sinful man. It never entered her head 
Ziba would dare detain her, oppe she had broken 
away from the enthralments of his guilty love. She , 
could be of no 'use to him now with her hearty 
ft^ of hatred. To her surprise, Jie simply set his 
back against the locked door, folded his arms, and 
looked at the trembling figure with a compassionate 
gatie. 

You have judged too hastily, my child,” he 
said, ” and but for your youth I could neve^ forgive 
those stinging words. When I warned you of my 
sister’s jealousy 1 little thought she wotud go to such 
Cuagtl^: die has fed your imprdtoionable nature 
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with a tissue of lies. She hardened her heart against 
me, and has become like unto a flint. She saw you 
were exceeding fair and delightsome, and feared 
your beauty would entice me as a snare. She has 
figuratively shot arrows at me, but since the sdQl 
of goodnras is in me, they cannot pierce my spiritual 
armour. 1* stand blameless, having performed the 
work which heaven commanded me to do. It would 
be better for Hester if she were buried in the depths 
of the sea, swept away by the fierceness of the wind. 
I thought she was a vessel for holiness, but behold 
there is no light or soundness in her. She has caused 
you to offend by pdlsoning your mind against the 
elect, just as you were about to be. consecrated 
to the people of God. She would destroy me 
from envy, for she cannot work miracles. If you 
wiU now hearken unto my words your immortal 
soul shall not be utterly destroyed. Take back 
what you said a moment since, kneel at my f^t, 
and implore pardon from the Almighty's instru- 
ment.” 

Jacinth shuddered as she drew further away. 
She remembered the letter penned in those early 
days to his first wife. 

” I am tired of your high-flown conversatidn,” 
she replied coldly. ” It no longer rings true. You 
are the father of twelve children ; from the very 
firsf you slight my ruin.” 

He shook his<head sadly, battling down his rising 
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ftnger, since diplomacy m^ht still win the day.’ He 
was seeking to re-hypnotize her, surprised the power, 
took so long to work. 

^JElester gloried in Jacinth*s bold utterances. It 
was worth any future suftering, to hea^ the girl 
whom Ziba loved, pourii^ forth those sharp. hoipe 
truths. * 

Orson's face was a study as he listened to 
the wrangling words in mute admiration of 
Ziba. 

" I wonder you are not struck dead for uttering 
such heresy against one whom^the Lord has* raised 
up. to be a choice «eer, destined to bring restoration 
iilto the house of Israel^” Ziba proclaimed. " Had 
you become a real, true Mormon, you would have, 
been brought into spiritual relationship with the 
ancient Nephitis, and reckoned as their seed. Is it 
possible you intend returning ta your infidel herd 
in Riverpool when you could spend the rest of your 
da}^ among ministering angels ? I had planned , 
so- much for your happiness ; I wished you to be as 
the daughters of the Lamanites, who gathered them- 
selves together to sing, dance, and make themselves 
merry.” 

. His eyes seemed burning into Jacinth's brain. 
She put up her hand to her fc^ehead as if tp shield 
Her sight from blinding sun. She was growing afraid 
^ liis^ imcanny power ; it could never make her 
lovp again, oi bring.her to believe Hester Ikad spoken 
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falsely, but it might weaken her physical power of 
resistaitce. 

" I am anxious to be gone," she cried. " You 
have no right to keep me here against my will, list^-^ 
ing to ateurd eulogies of your holiness. I am not 
a Mormon, and never intend to become one. I 
know you *are tr3dng to influence me by hypnotic 
suggestion, but I can l^ugh in .your face now that 
the spell has been -broken. All your villainy is 
unveiled, and I see how you have destroyed my 
happiness by making me fabe both to my parents 
and promised husband. The former may. forgive 
me, but I can never expect the laj:ter to speak to me 
again. Where is the key to that door ? , If .you 
cannot open it, let me go V>y another exit." , 

From Ziba’s now unresponsive stare she turned 
to the dumb Hester, who knew only too well what 
to expect. . ^ , 

" Make him do as I ask," whispered the girl, pull- 
ing at her sleeve, thus rousing her from a stimned 
reverie. 

Hester answered under her breath — 

‘ It’s no good, simply waste of breath ; they 
have no intention of letting you out." 

An icy dread crept over Jacinth. She felt inclined 
to shriek, and only mastered her terror with an 
^ort. Sh^ moved near^ to Sba and hit him with 
her' fists in the chest. • .. 

' Why do yOu stand there doing nothing," ue 
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tried hotly, " when you should be imploring pardon 
for your hypocrisy ? Are you the devil himself 
. that you smile at me in that hideous fashion ? I 
I kti&w I was in your power once', but hyimotism 
cannot answer when the enlightened mind rebels. 
It stifles me to breathe the same jyr w!th one so 
blasphemous and immoral. If 'yov keep nie 
here a moment longer, I shall scream the house 
down.” • . 

raised his hand protestingly. 

^ ” Before you disgrace yourself by such an exhibi- 
^on of weakness, listen to my defence. I • swear 
that' all Hester told you was bred of sudden madness, 
l^k at her J ” p(^ting to the ashen face and hag- 
gard ey^, does not her countenance tell you that 
she has broken down mentally ? We must deal 
gently with her, seeing it is the fruit of overwork. 
When the mind gave way she imagined all sorts of 
w^d situations like those in dreams. Her thoughts 
teem with erroneous Und untrue doctrines. She be- 
Ueves her brother to be her husband, she forces a 
family upon me, and alienates from my pure bosom 
the one creature I love. I perceive the inward work- 
ing .of her brain like Amulek, who could discern 
' thoughts. Madness has turned her into an avmiging 
demon, wicked and perverse as the children ot 
darkness. We shall have to keep her undtf cson- 
stra^, and do our best to cure this ri^kaess. ‘^e 
vaSy come out of it with a contrite spirit. How can 
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I let 'YOU go to spread abroad her delusions to my 
own detriment ? Look in my eyes. Jacinth, and 
tell me-^oes not my face shine with heavenly 
radiance ? Can you not perceive in it an exceed- 
ing lustre like that of Moses when preaching to a 
crowd of wicked men ? The reflection is that of 
incessant soul-absorbing labour for the salvation 
of others.” 

Jacinth felt compelled to look, and her eyes 
actually discerned an uncanny light pla3dng ajx>ut 
his features. She knew it must be the work of his* 
highly, trained powers. He could control her eyes, 
if not her heart, and noting her expression of startled 
surprise, he smiled. 

" You are coming out of your awful state of blind- 
ness,” he murmured ; " many do stumble, insomuch 
that Satan hath great power over them, but in the 
end I shall establish peace.” 

Hester knew well what he was doing, and thrust 
her tall form between the man and the girl. 

“ You coward,” she hissed, " stop your diabolical 
practices. You accuse me of madness, but Jacinth 
knows that I was sane w'hen I told her of your grosser 
crimes. She has fven read the letters written by 
your hand wheh you swore fidelity to me, in thought, 
if not in actual deed. Y our conceited speeches must 
be an abomination to the Almighty, if there is really 
a Gbd to h^ar and punish such as you. Heaven 
wiU curse you for your devilish plots against the 
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chastity of yom victims. You have lost the respect 
of your vdves and the confidence of your children. 

not do one good thing in 3rpUT life, and let 
*this young girl depart from this house of infamous 
idolatry ? ” ^ 

He turned to Hester with a Iqfik of satanic 
cuxming, as if he would have killed &er on the 
spot. . • 

Maniac,” he muttered. ” but for your madness 
you would never dare break away from the truths 
have held dear, •accusing me of debauchery and 
Clime.” . ^ 

His air was so ferocious that Hester feared he 
woiAd strike *her to the ground. 

“My sister's enormity cannot' be overlooked,” . 
he cried, addressing Elder Hoge. ” Help me, brother, 
to convey her to hw chamber, where we must leave 
her |o wrestle with her own ev}^ nature till the morn- 
ing. I shall remove any weapons with which she 
could take her life, 'and since you are a. doctor, con- 
verted to Mormonism, you can treat this unruly 
patient medically. Miss Abbott will recognize you 
as a Riverpool surgeon, so your presence may give 
her confidence.” 

The two men made a sudden rush at Hester, 
pinioning her arms and marching her quickly up 
the stairs. ^ 

J^pinth, overcome with race, called out after the 
departing trio-— 
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" i know who you are. a l3nng Eld^ who tricked 
ns all over the caravan incident.” 

It filled her with horror to see Hester dragged 
forcibly 'from the hall. She knew she could not' 
help the ’mfortunate woman by following, so seized 
this opportuifity of trying to make good her own 
escape. 

Having once more shaken the door, she ran from 
room to room with 'the idea of opening one of the 
windows. All were shuttered and barred by«great 
clumps of iron, securely padlocked. She '^could 
find no way to the, back premises, since the passage 
leading there was likewise shut off. Instinctively 
the girl knew she was caught like a rat in a trap, 
remembering to her intense relief the red handker- 
chief in her under skirt. ' When daylight came, if still 
confined in the building she would fasten it to her 
window-pane, as instructed by the detective. By 
the time she had exhausted her search, the two grim 
figures of her gaolers app>eare(I at the head of the 
stairs. 

For a moment Jacinth hesitated. Should she 
shriek loudly and beat upon the shutters hoping to 
attract some passer-by ? In all probability the road 
would be empty, or if any one came to her Rescue 
they -would be reassured by one of Ziba’s ready lies. 
Might it cot be wiser to practise diplomacy lest she 
be confined in some dark cell, from which the red 
handkerchief ‘could never flutter ? 
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ClaspiDg her hands she looked up at the dark- 
coated figures. 

' ' 1* Was Hester really mad ? '* ■ asked the girl’s 
t^mulous voice ; if so, how terribly rude I have 
been to you I ” •* 

" Rude is hardly a strong enough word,” answered 
Ziba sententiously. ” I fear it wiU be some time 
before you are spiritually perfected. Eventually 
the way of redemption may be open to you, though 
at pfesent you have fallen back to the hosts of unre- 
generated heathens! I perceive you are not fit to be 
ifdopted into the family of oar Eternal King. I 
must postpone your .baptism to-morrow.” 

‘Ziha. thought slyly tQ himself — 

It would be risky to .let her out until we are' 
fully assured she, is once more convinced of our 
righteousness. She might break away from us as 
we .conveyed her to the baths.”* 

Jacinth advanced slowly towards him, apparently 
resigned to the fact she was being forcibly detained 
in. Elvaston House, * 

‘ Now Ziba spoke aloud. 

” Undoubtedly poor Hester’s brain has snapped, 
^d,^knowing my writing so well, she even forged 
letters to give colour to her wild statements. It is 
a tragedy to me, for my sister is the only rdation 
I have in the world. I fear she has ^Harmed you 
teijibly-pfor this reason I will overlook your cruel 
words, which jshow jne bow unreliable your love 
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may prove. Possibly your head is racking with 
fatigue, but I can cure it for you better than any 
physician." 

He bent fc^ard as she approached, and startl^ 
her by laying a burning hand upon her forehead. In 
her excited state of mind it seemed magnetic ctirrents 
were being transmitted from the man’s strong nature 
to the girl’s sensitive ‘organization. She wished 
to shake of! the touch, but it bound her like an 
iron fetter. Ziba looked at her with an expres- 
sion of extreme earnestness. He was exercising 
intense mental effort. • • 

*' Jacinth," he said, " by virtue of the authority 
vested in me as an Elder in the Church 6f*Latter-Day 
'Saints, I absolve you from the hideoxis sin into 
which you have fallen this night, should your repent- 
ance prove sincere. Hitherto you have been 
obedient to the teaching of our Apostles. It pains, me 
deeply that you cannot go down into the waters of 
baptism for the remission of your sins, so soon as I 
anticipated. Wb had hoped to confer upon you 
to-morrow the gift of a converted spirit, which 
might abide in you for ever. Now that lamp unto 
your feet and light upon your pathway must be postr 
poned, though later on you may be guided into all 
truth." 

k 

Jacinth ‘tried to conceal her scornful attitude' as 
she listened to words vdiich would have mfws^sed 
her but a few hours b6o. Her love-maldnsr with 
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Ziba appeared as part of another life. Then she 
was asleep, now she was awake, fully alive to the 
'terrifying realities of her position. 

^ If father could see me now," she thought, " 1 
believe he would die of fright. Thaeik Heaven,- 
he is resting in his bed undisturbed." 

It was merciful she could not know the hours oi 
agonizing suspense which drove sleep from the eyes 
of her anxious parents. 

'* Since -Hester is mad," continued Ziba, hastily 
‘forming plans, " ft would not be nice for. you to 
*sleep in an adjoining room. IwwiU bring your things 
to, another apartmeijt, as she might disturb you for 
hours with*her ravingg." 

- Jacinth ’’protested she had no fear of thi 
unfortunate sufferer. 

" Perhaps," said Ziba suspiciously, "you are not 
truly convinced that she is* mentally deranged, in 
which case I tremble for your own intellect. The 
shock of seeing her in this state of nervous break-^ 
down, might well affect your own reasoning powers. 
Be calm, and obey my mandates, since I work only 
for your good." 

Jjxinth became conscious of such intense weari* 
n^ that she could hardly keep her eyes open. 
V^erever he bade her sleep she would accept this 
offer of resti that her mind might .be In a sounder 
copdition to plot against him in tl^e morning. So 
die suffered l^oself to be led to a bedroom opposite 
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Hester, where more material comforts awaited the 
weary guest, 

“ You may be tempted to walk in your sleep,” 
said Ziba, ** so Ishall take the liberty of turning your 
key.” 

*A quick protest rose to the girl’s lips, but before 
she could frame words of indignation he had slipped 
out, and accomplished his threat. She heard him 
hurrying away. Then staggering, half fainting, to 
the bed, she fell prostrate on the dull red counter^ 
pane. / 

Ziba returned to Orson Hoge, his face strangely 
pale. 

” I have lost "Jacinth," |ie gasped :* '* my God, 
1 have lost the fairest blossom that ever adorned 
my manly being. 1 meant to make her one of the 
loveliest leaves in the blessed Tree of Life. Now 
she may never again delight in my endearments. 
To-morrow, Brother Orson, m^et me in my private 
room that we may discuss our futm e campaign. It is 
hard to believe that Hester has really turned against 
the faith, yet I know she has never been more sane 
than at this moment. The way she listened to 
Jacinth’s abuse of me, with that hard, calculating 
expression of rebellion, revealed the kind of enemy 
I have- to deal with. She has fallen into unforgiv- 
able error, because I worshipped at the shrine of 
beauty. She has, therefore, caused Jacmtlv^to 
stumble exceedingly, giving Ba-tan ^ great power 



WORTHY OF DEATH 223 

over her. I doubt not that Hester is worthy of 
death. Ponder my words during your, hours of 
repose. Hester is a tree that has failed to bring 
forth good fruit, therefore the axe must be laid to her 
roots. She shall be hewn down and ber soul cast 
into und3ring fire.” * ^ • • 

” Verily,” answered Orson Hoge. '* A traitor to 
the cause is a fit subject ^r Blood Atonement.” 




CHAPTER XIX 

as POUND OF FLESH 

J ACINTH slept the sleep of extreme exhaustion. 

Even fear could ,no? baulk nature of its due. 
When she wol^e in the morning to find herself a 
prisoner, fresh rage weUed into her heart, accom* 
panied' by unspeakable terror. 

What would thos€ men do who dared dettdn her 
in this illegal fashion ? Did Ziba still think that 
by such conduct .he could regain his ascendancy 
over her mind ? Common sense told her the longer 
she openly rebelled, the more rigid would the super- 
vision become. He had tricked her so ably in the 
past, it would be good to deceive him in return, only 
she feared she might not be clever enough to combat 
a brain so full of guile. 

At nine o’clock she heard a tap on the door, and 
^ked who was there. Ziba’s voice answered, and 
now the very sound of it was so strangely obnoxious, 
that she had to restrain a little cry. 

“ If you are dressed, my daughter in the Lbrd, 
open your door, and J will l»ing you in a more tasty 
br^dcfast than you deserve.” 

Jacinth saw through this feigned act of attention 
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he did not wish her to gain speech with any oienials. 
She was wearing her travelling dress, eagerly hoping 
the return journey to Riverpool might be taken 
that very morning. 

'' Zibat. brought in the tray with an air of supreme 
condescension. 

“ No one shall say you were starved ift my house/* 
he declared, placing the not unappetising food on a 
table by the window. 

Already. Jacinth had noted to her intense disap- 
.pointment and dismay, that this window looked on 
a hig^. blank wall at the back of the house: The 
red handkerchief ^would carry *no message. 

."Not a. very pledsant outlook,” Ziba declared, 
'* but it has one redeenfing pointv No one can pry. 
into your apartment.”- * 

She traced cynicism in the words. 

” Are you going to breakfast with me ? ’* she 
asked, forcing a smile. 

The man shookr his head. 

** I fed a full hour ago, ” he jeplied, " for my 
, labours are heavy and 1 have a hard day before me. 
I only regret you are not fit to join the other young 
souls whom I am chaperoning to baptism. They 
are lodging on the upper stor^ and wait, full of 
. 2 ^, the benefits in store." 

. Jadnth damped her hands. 

"^Oh, forgive my thoughtless words bM ni^t," 
she {defided, "and do not shut me away when so 
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great a blessing awaits your servant. You said I 
should be bom of the Spirit idien brought forth out 
of the water. Surely I need cleansing, and pardon 
of trespassers should be the joy of Saints.” 

Ziba frowned as he replied — 

“You have -lost the privilege by decrying the 
Lord’s anoihted. After you have done penance you 
shall receive the gifts of the Church. Then, when 
you have laid do\vn the weapons of rebellion, arms 
of mercy shall be extended towards you. Last 
night I saw you encircled about vith the dark angels 
of everlasting destruction. If you will spend the 
whole of to-day in prayer and self-examination, the 
chains of hell may be loosed, your soul will expand, 
and your term of- probation be over." 

Jacinth looked bewildered. 

“ You do not mean,” she gasped, ” that I am to 
stay here alone all day without even seeing poor 
Hester. You say she is ill, at least allow me to nurse 
-her.” 

Ziba’s face grew, if possible, even harder. 

“ You placed yourself of your’own free will in niy 
care. You promised before leaving Riverpool to do 
all my bidding, therefore rebel not against this pen- 
ance only commanded for your good. Hester is 
not in a fit condition to be nursed by a young 
Ma^ess is .very distressing, she might work again 
on your mind, making you as insane as herself. I 
am never mistaken, since the Almighty hste shown 
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me all things. I prescribe far you some days of 
careful watchings and continual penitence. Many 
more cvthodox priests would add to yotir punish- 
ment by withholding food and water. I err on the 
side of leniency. In earlier days you would have 
been stripped of your clothing, bqjm^f with strong ' 
cords, and smitten upon the ch'eeksi I propose 
to even further temper your confinement. You 
shall have the run of this*coiTidor outside, which I 
can shut ofi from the staircase by locking a sliding 
door. Wander if you will into the rooms adjoining 
■ yotus, which are a{ present empty. The ap^ments 
opposite I must keep lockedf for various reasons. 
Hester occupies and absolute quiet is ordered 
for her. Then the 'windows logk on to the road, 
and the pleasure of seeing outside life is not fitting 
for one who is seeking to regain her spiritual balance.” 

Jacinth tried to choke back her feelings of despair 
and hatred. This man knei^ well enough she would 
manage to .comrauaicate with the outer world ^ 
given access to those windows. Evidently he' was 
sufficiently cunning to run no risks. 

" You will not see me again until to-moirow,” he 
continued. ” My dear medical brother from River- 
pocd will bring you the necessary meals. You can 
cl6an out your room yourself, and will find brooms 
■qnd dusters in a housemaid's closet ^t the end of 
this corridor. I have mudi business to'discuss in 
m 3 ^ study, and then, after writing «oine important 
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letters; I go forth to work in the vineyard, lodging 
to-night at the house of a saintly Elder, an hour's 
journey from London. I trust on my return I shall 
find you in a right mind, willing to swear fealty to 
Mormon edicts. Whether you will prove worthy to 
be joined unto myself is another matter. I may yet 
take you to wife if the spirit moves me." 

Jacinth's blood boiled, her nature hotly rebelling 
against the infamous Reception still breathed forth 
by this outwarcjUy pious fraud. 

She began trying to eat the food, now growing 
cold, upon her plate. She wished he would leave 
her, since a terrible temptation seized her to strike 
him in the mouth, an action so highly, injudicious 
that she crushed the desire< firmly. 

Ziba now rose, his eyes- taking a last look at the 
shapely figure, admiring its willowy lines, as he 
inwardly vowed he would yet subdue her in his iron 
grip. If she were disillusioned to-day, the dawn 
i^ht break when his prisoner 'welcomed him with 
her spirit humbled, and her bram again controlled 
by the useful science of mesmerism. 

" 1 will depart in peace," Ziba murmured. " God 
grant you may yet (nove a convert destined to build 
up His King^m. You will come with me to the 
valley of Jehovah, and forget the dark days when 
or soul gre^ seared with Hester's infectious sin-r 
/u 'need a strong man's protection. If I lose a 
sister I shall gain a wife. In time her poor brain 
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• might heal, and we may see her resting in flowery 
beds of ease.” 

Jacinth vividly recalled his glowing descriptions of 
'the life offered his new bride in Utah, they coincided 
with the voluptuous blandishments Of Asiatic 
dreamers. , 

She breathed more freely as th# dmr closed on 
his tall, reedy figure. She heard him tramp down 
the corridor, as with apparent effort he drew the 
heavy sliding door across the ‘exit, bolting it noisily. 
Th^n, like a panting, half-stifled animal, she rushed 
' out into the deserted passage, knocking on 
'Hester’s door and whispering ^ough the keyhole — 
Hester, open, it is Jacinth ; I must speak to 
you.". •* ; . 

No answer, save a strwge gurgling sound which 
filled her with horror.’ 

"I believe she is bound and gagged,” thought 
the girl with a shudder, while still more passionate 
appeals only received the same uncanny re^onse.- 
”What misery have 1 brought that unfortunate 
woman I In trying to save me i fear she has de- 
stroyed herself.” 

Abandoning all chance of communicating now 
with her fellow prisoner. Jacinth, after tryii^ the 
other locked doors, wandered in a dazed conditkm 
.throng^ ^ empty rooms at her disposal Thy 
were mes^ely furnished for Mormoft guests,. each 
contaiping a goodly sup|dy of trac^. their vundows 
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not being stained on account of the unattractive out- 
look. 

At the end of the passage she found a bath-room, 
the housemaid’s .doset referred to, and, with 
a sudden thrill of joy, a hot-water cupboard piled up 
with sheets for airing. Hester’s words rushed back — 
a secret door, a''panel on the left hand side, a nail 
almost too small to see, which might be felt by a sensi- 
tive finger. 

For a moment Jacinth’s head reeled. Dare she 
eavesdrop at the'door of Ziba's study, risking dejec- 
tion and grosser punishment ? On the other hand, 
if he vreie conferring ^th his partners in crime, she 
might gain some useful information. The chan9e 
was too tempting to miss, an<^ after all at Ihe present 
time things were about ^ bad as they possibly 
could be. 

With trembling hands she fumbled up and down 
the panel, tingling from head to foot with almost 
uncontrollable exdtement. ^ 

Is it possible," she thought, " that some refection 
of my agony will reach the dear ones at Briar Cot- 
tage and fill them with a vague presentiment of 
evil.? ” 

Although expecting the occurrence, she started 
violently as the pand flew back, revealing a tiny dar^ 
entrance. The little tunnel was only just wide 
enough for an hverage figure to squeeze along, with 
shoulders sideways and head bent. 
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Terrible stories of people being bricked up alive 
returned to Jacinth’s mind as she carefully dosed, 
vithout entirely shutting, the door in the panelled 
wall. As she crept nearer she could hear Ziba talk- 
ing, and a strange echo in the place made every word 
amazingly dear. , 

“ Brother Orson,” he was saying, have been 
much troubled during the night over the soul of my 
dear wile, Hester. Alasl she has not lived her 
religion. I fear she will neVer' reach an ' exalta- 
tiofl ' unless her blood be shed." • 

Jacinth's heart %tood still, as pressing hor fingers 
‘to her Ups she feared to shriek jJoud and thus betray 
hCT presence. • 

* Orson H^ge made a, sound of bestial satisfaction, 
rile madness of fanaticism was 'in his veins. 

'* If Mrs. Wayne werd in her right mind and realized 
the enormity of her offence, I feel convinced she 
wpuld be glad to give her life in expiation,” he de- 
clared grimly. ” 'l^he fact is, beloved Ziba, you 
are fond endugh of her to do her this great kindness. 
Mmiy are the instances where men and women have 
been righteously slain in order to atone for their 
sins. We cannot let this hitherto godly Mormon 
wi{,e become an angel to the devil. If she pays the 
penalty of her breath she may yet ccmquer hell and 
the grave, being raised up to eternal life. It wffl 
be better for her since she needs our tltip, she ^ould 
not be satisfied or rest until her blood is spilled. 
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Well she knows our doctrine of human sacrifice, 
thouglii unfortunately the ignorance and wickedness 
of nations forbid this principle taking full force. We 
must, therefore, walk warily, and make it seem that 
she has committed suicide." 

Ziba paceid up and down the room ; Jacinth 
knew well the ijound of his steps. His head was 
held high as he breathed hard. 

'* If we do not save her thus," he declared, " she 
will join the accursed 'Gentiles, and the arrows of 
the Almighty will strike her down beyond redeinp- 
tion. I . have thought out a way by which this 
covenaht’breaker may pass peacefully into oblivion. 
Remember, Orson, we are only killiBg her to save her 
soul. Let that be well understood. Brother Wilford 
has ever been my right-hand man since his conver- 
sion to Mormonism. He is without fear and without 
reproach. Before 1 converted him and made him a 
Latter-Day Saint he, was unhappily a great criminal, 
who had evaded justice through bis skill and dating." 

'Ziha alluded to a veritable blackguard, who was 
willing, for mercenary remur^eration, to undertake, 
any dirty work too daring for the apostle’s 
taste. 

" Wilford is pious enough to understand why Qur 
action is necessary," continued Ziba. " Apart from 
saving Hester’s soul, the Saints would sufEo: sorely 
were she Nospread her heresies abroad. TheChin-ch' 
would lose power ; we cannot afford to s% back." 
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The speaker gave forth the words with impressive 
deciskm. 

. " I have told Wilford,” he added. ** to join us at 
* this hour, and receive his orders. ' Since the removal 
of Hester's soul from her body is to take place to- 
night, I prop>ose, Orson, you and I ^hottld be away 
on some saintly business, discoveHng* her suicide 
on o\ir return. The child in the room opposite will 
Igiow nothing of what is \al^g place, and before 
long I have good hope of winning her for myself. I 
shall subjugate her brain, and mesmerize her so com- 
pletely that I may* whisk her off to Utah in a dased 
condition, becoming her husband without her realiz- 
ing that no cerembny has taken place. In the land 
flowing' with milk mad «honey she will bask in her 
love dream tfiitil the days are fulfilled when she can- 
not return. Then she may be bound to me by the 
greatest tie of aU, — little hands will hold her fast." 

Elder Hoge now replied to qdick accents. 

" I do not^ often go against your mandates, most 
holy Ziba, but, for once, desire has blinded yotf fb 
caution. You think this maiden dbdle, you imagine 
you can regain your sup^atural influence. Though 
you. are a hi^h dignitary of our Church, she will never 
believe that a great honour has been conferred upon 
her joining your plural wives. She is just as 
'worthy of death as Hester hersell You are jeopar- 
dizing your position by allowing her to five."* 

2Sba'fi fiats ckmched. 
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" Do you think I would have my love story end 
in so tame a manner ? I want my pound of flesh 
first. 1 have worked hard to win her, and shall she 
dare refuse the lion of the Lord ? '* 

Orson shook his head. 

'* You will wake to wisdom later," he murmured. 
*'*In the meanwhile should the wench ruin you, it 
will not be my fault." 

At that moment the siudy do6r opened and WU- 
ford entered. He was a man of six-and-twenty, 
short, thick-se{, with a bullet-shaped head, very 
stiff hair, and narrow dark eyesl His face was so 
flexible he could invest it with sanctity, severity, or 
sprightliness to suit as occasidn demanded. , A 
notorious character in the. United States, he had 
given his services to Mormon elders on condition 
they would help him to conceal his identity. He 
was now a missionary and apostle, shorn of the beard 
he used to wear, his wiry hair dyed an inky black. 
He quoted freely from the book of Mormon, pro- 
filssed to believe its incomprebmsible jargon, and 
called it the " Gcflden Bible.' He even pretended 
to have visions, in imitation of Ziba. Owing to his 
usefulness he was waxing wealthy. Hb confr^es 
had jokingly declared it was fortunate Wilford- had 
not originaUy discovered the plates of gold in the 
holy mountain, since he would undoubtedly have 
melted them down ftx hb own profit. He was a 
past master in systematic false swearing, an^ Mood- 
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> thirsty deeds apparaitly came as easily to him as 
every-day tasks. 

“ Brother," said Ziba, seating himself at a desk, 
.**•1 have deemed my first, and now guilty spouse, 
Hester, worthy of extermination, like vermin who 
undermine the foundations of om houses, She 
intends, if she can, to drag our saintly ckseds through 
the mire, that the heathen may jeer at our expmse. 
To-night I desire, when I am out of the house, that 
Hester, who by then will be exceedingly tliirsty, 
shaft receive a draught pleasant to the taste, but 
' containing a harmless drug which will cause'instant 
yet- prolonged slumber. Aftes she is comfortably 
asleep, I wish you tq enter her room unseen by any 
one. You*can lock youj^If into that wing, securing 
the door of the lodger opposite. Your work will bU 
very simple. There is ho fireplace in Hester’s room, 

but you must make the windows and doors air-tight. 
Then pin upon her table a letter 1 shall give you, 
made out in an ^act replica of her* handwriting, 
bidding me good-bye and sapng she has taken- hhr 
life as an expiation of her false statements against 
me and the faith, uttered through jealousy, etc. 
Havii^ done this, turn on the gas and make good 
. yout escape. Once you have closed the door after 
you, there will be no chance of Hester ever waking 
•in this world. In the morning a great commotion 
must be made, and the police informed; I shall 
attend ^e inauest. admittinc mv ^ter's brain' had 
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■hovm. recent signs of failure. I see no possible 
reason why our clever arrangement should rouse 
the faintest suspicion, so long as I keep Jacinth 
Abbott prisono’. Of course if she were to escape 
things might be awkward, but she will never slip 
through my fingers. For precaution’s sake, her 
early ihoming tea had better be drugged, so that she 
will be sleeping peacefully when the police arrive 
to view the corpse.” « 

Orson turned away to conceal his displeasure. 
"Fool! fool! " he thought bitterly. •" For the 
sake ol a little sensual pleasure you would risk all 
our lives, but I must save you from yourselfi The 
day will come when you will jicknowledge my far- 
sightedness, and, rising up, qall me blessed.” ■ 


CHAPTER XX 


THE EAVESDROPPER 

T 'HERE was silence for a time, while Ziba penned 
• a hurried copy of the letter $o be forged in 
' Hester’s oharacter^tic writing. 

• *' Fortunately her unusual fist lends itself to easy 
imitation ; what do you think cS this, Brothers Hoge 
and WUford.? ’* * • 

He read aloud the Vdl’ds quickly invented to suit 
his own evil purpose. . • 

" Try in pity to forgive me, my dear Ziba, for 
the hideous lies I invented when in the throes of 
un^trollable jealousy. So* eager was I to poison 
the mind of my nev^ sister-in-law against you, that 
in a sudden fit of madness 1 posed as your pfural 
. wife. I so dread this approaching sense of insanity 
that I have resolved to take my life by gas suffoca- 
tion. Do not mourn me, ever dear brother, and ask 
' Jadhth to pardon my infamy. Oh 1 how my poor 
head aches t 1 hardly know what 1 am doing. Pray 
for my soul.— Your distracted aqfl repentant 
Hester." 

"Very good," Orson announced' "the letter is 
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sure to prove successful in blinding the eyes of unre- 
generate men. We are privileged, since we claim for 
our people the sole and only Divine Authority on 
earth. ^11 others we know are jarring, clashing, and 
discordant sects. Heaven will recognize our deeds, 
since the priast^ood of Aaron is conferred upon us.” 

Wilford a^ed when the forgery would be delivered 
into his hands. 

" I will perfect it later in the day,” replied Ziba ; 
'* for the moment I must beg you to excuse me. I 
wish to hold a little class upstairs ; the young girls 
for baptism are awaiting my words of power. Some 
of them are extraordinarily enlightened, and ivill 
soon believe that Heaven’s approval of plural unicns 
in ancient days is an absolute^defence of the righ- 
teousness of the marriage system introduced by rev^ 
lation through the prophet Joseph Smith. They 
are ripening for Latter-Day glory. I shall teach 
them, when in Utah, that those who will not abide 
this law shall be damned. I 'fear my poor little 
Jacinth may never clearly see the advantages of 
polygamous blessings.” 

He sighed deeply as he moved to the door which 
faced the panel, behind which the eavesdropper 
stood. 

Jacinth breathed more freely when she knew he 
was out’ of the room. The appalling wickedness sho' 
overheard se^ed to almost rob her of life. She 
dared not movccwhile the room was still inhabited. 
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lest, by the slightest sound, h»r presence might be 
detected. 

. Orson followed Ziba to make sure he had retreated 
down the dimly>lighted corridor. TheA creeping 
back to Wilford’s side on tiptoe, he addressed him 
in a hushed yet excited voice. • * 

" Ziba Wa 3 me may be a very fine' fellbw ; I greatly 
admire his character and ability. Yet, for once, I 
am sorry to tell you he is bfhaying like a veritable 
imbecile. That girl from Riverp<^l, who made a 
most unseemly commotion in this house last night, 
,has utterly bewitched him. Because she is good to 
look upon, he is wild to make Rer his own, and would, 
^rfek all our lives, besides the reputation of the Church, 
sooner than forego* a iorief earthly satisfaction. I 
have resolved to brave, his censure by taking matters 
into my own hands. 1 shall save him even against 
his will. In the end he must recognize that I have 
proved his truest friend. *It is just as important 
that Jacinth Abboft should be removed as the now 
revolting Hester. I intend to be^ fearless and ditect. 
'Fall in with the plan I propose, and I will reward 
you from my own private store. Besides this earthly 
gain, you will come forth in the first resurrection, . 
and enter into exaltation. Ziba’s fair enemy must 
also die to-night. It appears to me so easy, you 
.will smile at the simplidty of th^ double deed. 
First Hester will be drugged, and both doors Mcked, 
so riiat Miss Abbott cannot gain*entry. You will 
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then take up Miss Abbott’s supper, placing in her 
drink the same sleeping draught given to Hester. 
You MriU ask her kindly to sleep in the little dressing- 
room, on Ae chance of Hester needing attention in 
the night. Beg her, if she hears the mad woman 
groaning or cot^plaining, to ring her bell, adding 
that Hester • cannot frighten or injure her since 
the door between them will be locked. She can 
hardly refuse such a mildlrequest, especially as Ziba 
tells me she appears anxious about the invalid, 
and asked permission to nurse her. Now let me 
explain what must really happen. Miss Abbott will 
' go to bed in the dressing-room, feeling strangely 
slumbrous. When you enter to fum pn the gas, 
you will open the dopr betweea those two apartments 
and hastily block out any air holes from Miss Abbott's 
little room. The gas will then permeate both cham- 
bers, since the dressing-room is hardly bigger than 
a bandbox. It will appear to the public that Hester 
opened the door, possibly to warn Aer ypung neigh- 
bour,' and became overpowered by the fumes. To 
aid this deluaon, you might lift her down and lay 
her on the floor dose to the aperture. Now have 
. I not thought out a satisfactory scheme to remqve 
the thorn from our dear Ziba’s bed of roses ? To be 
truthful, 1 do not only think of him. Your, safety 
and mine are ^ both at stake. These dead women 
will tell no tdes. The cunning letter is an able 
device to sweep suspidon from our path." 
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Wilford was a man of few words. He Muntly 
remarked it would certainly be wiser to brysb bol^ 
dbstades away at the same time. 

" I shall not be in the house,” Orson Antinued, 
*' but my work is almost more unpleasant than your 
own. It lies with me to break to 3ibX that .his re- 
bellious fianc6e no longer lives to defile tlfe earth. He 
will find many a maid eqjially fair. I mysdf will 
seek some young virgins for* him to choose from. 
Jacinth Abbott would have been a*millstone about 
■ his neck. She was not the kind to ever believe that 
2iba, endowed with the keys of the priesthood, com- 
mitted no sin by ^spousing her, but was justified as 
was Aaron.** 

Wilford bowed an assenting- head, and began 
bargaining as to price. • A' shameful scene of haggling 
commenced, during which Jacinth, leaning against 
tbjB wall, partially fainted^ awray. When she re- 
covered her full senses she heard Orson saying — 

” That’s Settled then, we have it in black £md 
.white ; shake hands over the transaction.” 

After this silence reigned; evidently the con- 
spirators had left the room. Jacinth knew that 
ev’^ moment she remained in stifling confinement, 
added to her peril. Ziba might wish to revisit 
. her, althou^ he had said she would not see him 
‘till the morrow. 

She hurried back, almost too weak to walk, terri- 
fied lest she should find the secret dbor closed against 
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her. Though still petrified with fear, she breathed 
more freely as she emerged into the hot-water cup- 
board, made light by white wood walls and snowy 
sheets, ker brain could hardly fathom that she 
really dwelt in this house of inconceivable crime. 
She fancied 'she must wake to find it all a ghastly 
nightmare. ' If she could yet save herself and Hes- 
ter it would be almost a qiiracle, so surrounded were 
they by the machinations of sinful men. 

By the time.^ Wilford admitted her to the cup- 
board-like dressing-room, darkness would have fallen 
on the' earth. The detective watching opposite 
might not observe hw red flag of, danger fluttering 
from the window of death. Again she tried to com- 
municate with Hester, but gaifled no better results. 
The gurgling sound was Repeated, and Jacinth was 
more than ever convinced the luckless victim was 
bound and gagged . , Ziba’s dupe never for a moment 
doubted Hester's words after reading those time- 
worn love letters from the loc'k^ box. But now 
the girl had heard with her own ears the lying 
prophet speak of Hester as ‘wife.” He stood 
irretrievably condemned. The hideous plan, which 
he had not the personal courage to execute,' was the 
fruit of his own devilish imagination. She reme^ 
bered, too, with a thrill of horror, his allusion to 
the futme subjugation of her honour. No wonder 
the passing hours were fraught with misery, fear, and 
bitter weeping. ‘ As the day wore on. the approach of 
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twilight brought an intolerable weight of agony to 
her soul. During those lonely hours she<had re- 
Hyed her whole life. Every incident returned as if 
’ to mock her. She thought of the Lovesey children 
with their impish faces and tiring wa]^. The for- 
bidding Mrs. Lovesey, who appeared sojiard a task- 
mistress, was an angel of light compared to her pre- 
sent tormentors. Vividly |he racking brain visual- 
hsed those early meetings with Ziba on the roadside. 
How peerless he seemed, apparently robed in white 
.purity, a saint of God leading her to heaven. Then 
the^ gradual dominion of that^ weird, hypnotic in- 
' fluence, and the change in her own nature. Previ- 
oudy Basil iiope had filled her little world. The 
future held fair visions of a happy union, blessed by 
her parents’ sanction. * A* great yearning for Basil 
turned her sick with vain regret. What was he doing 
now ? Did he ever think ^f th^ girl he had once 
loved? Her father’s words returned, that well- 
meant warning, when he described Ba!Sil as a " good 
catch." Already his heart might*have been caught 
. in the rebound. Little could she dream that even 
at that moment Basil was pacing up and down 
outside the house, wondering why she made no ap- 
appearance. Surely on so fine a day she would 
. -emerge, possibly accompanied by Ziba, lightly dis- 
carding Carson’s whispered intelligent^ during jhat 
theatre interlude. 

.Basil Hope was making himself actually ill. 



*44 the LOV^ story OF A MORm6n 

since night and day he could hardly bear for a mo- 
ment to, let Elvaston House out of his sight. He 
watched for the red handkerchief from early dawn 
till the sbnlight dwindled, taking his meals at the 
opposite window, barely looking to see what food he 
rfiised.to his Ii{^. His bed was also drawn to the 
open casement that he might still gaze through 
wakeful hours at those q/ruel, silent walls which held* 
his dear one. He pictured her still entranced by a 
man he knew to be a villain, and his only form of 
consolation was to re-enact in fancy the bold as^ult- 
made upon the Saint’s person. . , ’• 

During the day a telegram was fprwarded from his 
Riverpool room, a distracted message* from Hugh 
.Abbott. 

“ Jacinth has entirely disappeared,” ran the 
words, ” we fear she is with the Mormons. Can 
you help us in any yray^ We are heartbroken." , 
Bash had immediately replied with an explicit 
wire. ’ * 

'* You are right, she is staying in a Mormon hoi^ 
which I am watching with a detective ; we hope to 
gain speech with her momentarily, and shall do our 
best to prevent her leaving England.” 

Although in a manner this assurance brought 
some grain of comfort, it also filled the parents', 
hearts with Uank despair. So their child had d^ 
ceived them utterly, both speaking and acting Ues 
which ^e must* have known would Ixing ^hem in 

• a . 
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sorrow to the grave. Keenly they realized now that 
Mrs. WilberfoTce was a fraud, a Mormon agent sent 
to trick them into parting with their daughter. At 
Briar Cottage there might have been a death in the 
house, for the glocmi which brooded its rose* . 
covered vradls. .* , • . 

Mrs. Abbott wandered about like a lost soul, 
frenzied, tear-swollen, almost demented. She would 
cry for hours, or curse the MbnUons, then suddenly 
remembering her husband’s weakn^s, make a des- 
' Mrate but short-lived effort at self control. ■ 

He. on the other hand, lay pq|e and nerveless, with 
dry, widely-distended eyes and speechless lips. * 
Again and*^ain he heqrd in fancy his child's voice 
as on the previous afternoon of her departure. The. 
past day and night appeared like long years of in- 
tolerable anxiety. He saw Jacinth, in imagination, 
travelling to Utah, sharing Jhe shame of an illegal 
marriage, accepting ji Pagan religion as God’s truth. 

He tried (o understand how she could proycuso 
weak, now definitely connecting 'her unreasonable 
conduct with hypnotism. 

*' Is it possible,” he thought after a minute 
study of the Mormon creed, ” she can believe that 
celestiai marriage fulfills the measure of woman's 
xreation? The orthodox saints will tell her '.woman 
vnthont man and man without wonSan cannot be 
saved.’ The larger the jn-ogeny, ^ greater glory 
Co^the husb^d.” . 
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It maddened him to read the Mormons’ distorted 
borrowii^ from Scriptiure, their materialism was so 
evident ; > he marvelled they covild deceive the 
veriest b^s. He knew that one of the Elders 
recently in Riverpool could hold a congregation of 
eager listeners enthralled for over an hour, moving 
them to tears by his revivalistic rhetoric. This 
man he now discovered was Ziba Wa3me, who 
{ffactised curing by' faith, and was a recognized ex- 
pert at mental suggestion. 

In his distress Mr. Abbott sent for their vicar, 
the author of those strong indictments which 
' offended Jacinth in the Parish •Magazine. The 
distracted father begged hi^ to repeat all that he 
knew against these guilty people. It horrified 
him to discover the certified figures of present 
polygamy. 

“ Why does not rJl England rise and expel these 
wretched and immoral sinner^ ? " he asked the 
repres^entative of his Church. * 

It was difficult* to answer such a question, th^ 
slackness of the public being proverbial. 

'* At least,” said the vicar, ” there is a very good 
hope the Government wUl interfere, now we have 
collected such a mass of evidence against the Mor- 
mons. I have a number of signed testimonies vdiich 
should strengthen our hands. An American, wfad 
has been helping me, complains bitterly that things 
move so slowly in England. T^iere.is much tmrii 
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in his grievance. But time and patience ^dld give 
ns the victory." 

. As Mr. Abbott pondered on these things, his r^e , 
bred in him a growing strength. He ha<f asked his 
wife to massage his limbs partly with the idea of dis« 
trau:ting her thoughts. They had spoUin so inuch.of 
Jacinth, that at last he made an effoA to turn her 
mind into a fresh channel. 

' " I' have been thinking,". he told his wife, " of 
what that London specialist said. He declared that 
some sudden ^ock might give me back the u^ of my 
Jimbs. I thought he was rather cruel at the time 
when he added, jestingly, he wished we could have an* 
ahum of fire at Briir Cottage, advising you, in my 
hearing, not to try*aiia rescue -me. I was a littl^ 
hurt at his harsh suggestion, though I joined in the 
laugh against myself. Perhaps there was something 
in it after all. 1 feel I would give a king’s ransom 
ji&t to get up and go for Zifia Wayne.” 

Mrs. Abbott poufed cold water on the words. ^ 

* You would have walked long since if you were 
hot incurable," she said, her heart too sad even to 
think of her husband's illness. " I am thankful if 
you feel a little stronger, but it is useless to buoy 
yofirself up with false hopes." 

. ' ’ Mr. Abbott paid little heed to her words ; he was 
‘^ot in a mood to face faihure. 

" I felt a strange new stirring," he continued. 
*' during that terrible presentiment yesterday. My 
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body, 4s well as my brain, took part in the vision. 
I nearly ipse at my child’s calL If the waking dream 
had lasted longer I believe I should have stood up.” 

Mrs. Abbott went on rubbing — ^rubbing the with- 
ered limbs. Certainly the flesh felt firmer, the 
muscles beneath had a new stability. 

Her husband watched the soothing operation 
with interest ; he looked years older since Jacinth’s 
departure. The mother, too. wore a painfully hag- 
gard air. Every moment she hoped some message 
might arrive from Jacinth, a word to explain why she 
had done this thing. Womanlike, she tried to in' 

■ vent excuses for this weak, erring child. Jacinth 
knew not what she did — shd loved her parents 
in spite of her folly—she wodldteturn like a prodig^ 
before it was too late. 

Anna came softly to the doof; she, like her 
mistress, had the air of one who moves in the house of 
the dead. It was evident she also had been crying, 
ai^d a neglect of her usual tidiness betokened real 
sorrow. With cap awry, she stood on the threshold, 
fingering ha apron. 

" Please, ma'am,’* she began, " there is a gentle- 
man asking to see you. A stranger, and he would 
not give his name ; but I showed him in, thinking he 
ooight bring some news of Miss Jacinth. He seems, 
to have rather a strange manner, as if he were hiding 
something. He particularly said he wanted to see 
you alone, and Would only come in if the gentleman 
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of the house happened to be out. I told him master 
was in bed, and then he didn't hesitate ally more." 

* Mr. and Mrs. Abbott exchanged quick g^baces. 
each read the other's thoughts. Something torible 
had happened to their child, and this messenger, 
knowing the father to be an intralfd, had been' 
charged to break it first to the wife. * 

" Come and tell me immediately,” gasped Hugh, 
gripping her hand with clammy fingers. “ I can 
hardly bear the suspense.” , 

. He was wearing a long cloth dressing-gown, and 
.now the heat of it seemed almost oppressive.* 

“ Push the casement back A^der,” he told Anna,, 
atf his wife vanished from the room. ” Leave the 
door open also ; I mtisf have air.” 

She obeyed with fluiriod movement, convinced in 
her own mind the master was not long for this world. 
Then she left him with a backward look. 

*' You have only to touc^ the bell, sir,” she said. 
*' I shall ba listenUtg.” 

The moment Mrs. Abbott ente^d the parlour she 
took an instinctive dislike to the dark-haired rnan 
standing in the shadow of the window curtains. His 
position suggested concealment ; he carried a small 
haifdbag, which he opened diffidently. 

, • ’A swift look of relief came into Mrs. Abbott's face. 

' " He is only selling scissors or some socH ware,” 
she thought, ready to make short shrift of* the 
intruder. 
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'* What is your business ? " she asked, with an 
air of aloofness. 

He drejfv some pamphlets from his bag and spoke 
with a strong nasal twang. 

" I am engaged on a house-to-house visitation,” 
he. declared, advicing with a wduld-be ingratiating 
smile. " May I beg you to cast your eye over some 
beautiful literature, which I offer you free of charge ? 
These leaflets are well worthy your consideration, 
and if you are .sufhciently interested, perhaps ^you 
would attend one of our meetings,..m which the great 
Mormon faith will be expounded by one of our most 
thrilling speakers.” 

Mrs. Abbott's hands droppeil limply^ her mouth 
opened, and her eyes stared like one demented. 
Gradually to her ashen fa[Ce' there crept a streak of 
deep crimson, like a vivid scar, while the rising and 
falling of her breast denoted intense emotion. 

" A goodly subject,” thought the man; " already 
she is moved by my words.” • 

Before he realised what she was about to do, she 
rushed from the room, flew like a whirlwind down 
the passage, and in at her husband’s open door. 

” Oh, Hugh I she gasped, ” there's a Mormon 
missionary in the parlour come to try and convert 
me. He is standing there with his hands full of 
tracts, 'talking in an American accent. I couldn’t 
ans^^ him. I felt as if I wanted to strike him dead." 

The w<»ds haid an electric effect on Mr. Abbott. 
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He gave a low, deep cry, in which his broken-nearted 
agony burst forth ; then to his wife's utttf amaze- 
ment he leapt from the bed, and with uns^ady steps 
staggered into the narrow hall. 

The Mormon, surprised at beii^ left, had just- 
emerged from the parlour to gain the outer dodr, 
now vaguely suspicious he had entered an unlikely 
house. The sight of the infuriated man reeling 
towards him was so startling that he paused invol- 
unlm-ily. ‘ The limbs so recently "paralysed were 
already giving way as Mr. Abbott flung himself on 
the intruder, gripping him fiereely by the throat. 

Such devils ’as ;you have lured my daughter 
'away 1 ” He yelled, .baeide himself with rage and 
bitterness. " Where is she ? I say ; damn you I 
Where is she ? 'I 

The Mormon shook him off easily enough. He 
would have fallen but for h» wife’s supporting arms. 
A strange couple .they made, their wl^ite faces and ' 
angry eyes demanding the stolen ewe lamb. * Mrs. 
Abbott re-echoed .the plea — 

" Yes, what have you done with our child, you 
villain? Your lying companions have tempted 
her •away by hypnotism. You have taken all that 
we loved in the w^ld, and you call yourselves 
•religious I " ^ • 

The stranger rubbed his throat, which i^owed the 
deep marks of Hugh’s scarring nails. 

•'‘•Who are j^ou •flying at ? " he asked roughly. 
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** Tearing 'tne about as if I were a wild beast. I 
never hea^d of your precious daughter, but if she's 
come overvto godly people and left such terrors as 
you, she has shown her wisdom. You need not 
iesfT for, her; if ^ is in the Mormon fold, she will be 
led to such holiness as you could never hope to 
reach." 

" Get out of my .house, you hypocritical black- 
guard,” thundered Mr. Abbott, " or TU call the 
police, who know well enough what work you’re 
up to. Tf I ’were stronger I'd thrash my child’s 
•seducer within an inch of his life.” 

The Mormon did not wait ito hear, any more. 
Closing his bag he ran from 'the cottage as if a 
thousand devils were after him* 

Anna had now appeared, adding her support to 
JSrs. Abbott’s uplifting arms. To the startled wife 
it seemed miraculous that the feet of her bed-ridden 
husband were planted firmly on the ground, though 
his knees tremble^. Together the woman and the 
girl enabled him to walk with slow, halting steps 
into the sitting-room he had not seen for years. But 
for his crushing sorrow he could have laughed aloud 
with triumph to feel hb limbs at work again. In- 
stinctively he knew they would never now return to 
utter hdplessness. The nervous system, through 
agony of mind, had received so startling a fillip, 
that the speciaHst’s prophesied miracle had taken 
place. ‘ 1 . 
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** Oh, Hugh,” gasped Mrs. Abbott, '* ^hen I saw 

• you rushing down the corridor I thought I must be^ 
dreaming. It is the one bit of good th/t has come 
out of all this evil ; let \is thank God for that.” 

” Indeed,” he gasped, wiping tlfe p«r$piratioh 
from his brow, ” it is something to be*truly thankful 
for. I know not what I said in my blinding rage. 

■ I dread to think, had I regained my old strength, 

I Blight have been guilty of murdeni ” 

Well, you gave him a good scare,” replied 

• Jacinth’s mother with satisfaction. And I think 
he win carry tl^e marks of ySur fingers for many a * 

. day. Perhaps I ought to send for the doctor to 
overhaul you; Aniha* will run- quickfy. How siur-" 
prised he will be ! I .could not venture to get you 
back to your ro6m without his advice.” 

Mr. Abbott was content to remain in the parlour, 
almost enjoying his new surroundings* despite 
heartache and SUs{>ense. His wife hurried to get 
tea, her owm sorrow lifting a little at Hugh’s wonder- 
ful achievement.' 

" If we ever get our darling back she will hardly 
believe her own eyes,” thought the mourning mother. - 
" fiasil Hope’s goodness has been the saving grace of 
my reason. But for his telegram, I believe I should 
have gone out of my mind." * 

She pictured Jacinth in the Mormon stronghold, 
fanatibally imbibing the creed fifst tau^^t her in 
Liverpool. >R was well those absent ones could not 
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know the terrible jeopardy in which their daughter 
jiow stood.. They trembled for her moral character 
and future ^ppiness, but dark thoughts of assassina- 
tion never entered their minds. 

Anna . returned accompanied hy the doctor, 
whose pleasure and surprise showed how much 
he cared for his patient of long years’ standing. He 
took tea with the agitated couple, hearing from 
their own lips .the pitiful story of Jacinth's 
departure. 

“ You tnust go easily, and walk for a few minutes 
every day," said the medical man, when he had 
assisted Mr. Abbott back to his iroom. “ Now you 
kpow your nervous system is capable of recuperation, 
you may hope in a few months to be as strong as 
any average man. We shall have you starting off 
for a change by the sea, a new life begins for you 
to-day."' 

" But the new life has lost' ifs savour," said 
Hugh Abbott to his wife, as the door closed on the 
doctor. " I would rather be a ' helpless cripple, 
knowing that our Jacinth was safely home, dis- 
illusioned by those deceiving Elders." 

Anna appeared in the passage and beckoned *to 
Mrs. Abbott. As her mistress obeyed the silent 
sununons, th& maid whispered in awe-struck 
accents — 

" A strange thing happened just now in Miss 
Jacinth’s room, ma’am. A huge black crow flew 
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ithrough the window, and I heard it bangfing about, 
nnaking such a shindy, I thought the devil must have 
. (got in. I was almost too frightened at first to open 
If he door. Then I plucked up my c^^age and* 
ifound this horrid-looking monster banging its head 
against her looking-glass which it shivered from fop 
to bottom. I managed to shoo ‘the*bird but. * It 
seemed like some awful omen of death.” 

** You must not mention this to yom master,** 
said Mrs. Abbott, paling. '* He is inclined to be 
superstitious, and the knowledge would only add to 
, his already distre'ssed condition. I know the break- 
ing o'f a looking-glass means bad luck ; the black bird 
did not copie fdr nothing. The clouds will not be 
’ rising yef I ’* 




CHAPTER XXI 
A CRIMSON SIGN 

L ate in the afternoon Orson Hoge left Elvastpn 
House to join Ziba in retreat, aft^ giving 
Wilford siome last injunctions. Basil Hope saw him 
leave the house, having watched every creature 
coming and going throughout that tedious day. 

• Wilford felt glad . that ths two “ Saints had 
elected to be absent, 

“ They only fuss me with their everlasting texts,” 
he thought. "One would think they might drop 
it when Winess is bemg discussed. Still, they hav e 
been good friends to me, and so long as I make a 
comfortable living out of them I must not complain.” 

At one time Wilford had been a footman, and 
arranged the trays for Hester and Jadnth’s evening 
.meals without hesitation. 

" Best make them look as dainty as possible,” 
he said to himself, as he spread the dean doths. 
" Even sBspidous people drink when they are really 
thirsty. Nature sees to that.” 

He went first to Hester's darkened room.* The 
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blinds were drawn, and she was seated in a chair 
with ropes round her body which lashed *her to the 
' bedpost. Her hands and feet were alio securely* 
fastened, while a tight handkerchief bouifd across her 
mouth prevented speech. Thus hatj she remained 
since nine o'clock that morning, sti&, tortured, pining 
for a drop of cooling water. 

Wilford addressed her in a kindly tone. 

“ It wasn't my wish," he’ said, “ that you should 
be’served like this, Mrs. Wajme. Now your husband 
has left the hodse, I have ventured, on; my own 
'account, to bring you a we^-cooked meal, and a* 
l^ge tumbler of sparkling lemonade, instead of the 
• bread water pr^cribed. I know you won't, 
give me away. You have always been kind to me 
in the past, so. now I am really glad to be able to 
make a little return." 

• As he unfastened the confining ropes and released 
her gagged mouth« Hester felt thanldul she had at 
least one £iend in that house of torture. She- was 
.400 numb to rise without his support, he helped her 
vrith the tenderness of a woman. 

" There, there, don't take on so," as she broke 
into hysterical weeping. ** I know you must feel 
.pretty bad, but they told me you were only to 
undergo one day's penance, so you may . hope for 
better things to-morrow." 

With an agonised gasp she*Aew;at the lemonade, 
and seizing tho tumbler with both hands, drank 
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feverishly. Her throat was parched, her tongue 
swollen ; ns the liquid coursed down she turned 
*^ateful ey& to Wilford. 

" You may not have lived a good life in the past," 
she said, " but your action to a dying woman will be 
remembered in your favour when you are judged. I 
feel I shall never get over to-day’s sufferings. If 
you had not released me, I couldn’t have held out 
much longer." 

She was eating with difficulty, her shaking hand 
hardly able to convey food to her lips. 

" You will feel better when you have had a good 
sleep between the sheets," Wilford answered reas- 
suringly. " It’s wonderful whaj a night's rest will 
do in a comfortable bed. Maybe you will wake up 
quite spry in the morning." 

Hester evidently did not share this hopeful 
view. 

■ " I’m afraid not ; they've finishfd me, Wilfor^" 
shaking her head, which racked intolerably. " I 
am not made of strong enough stuff, to rally after this 
brutal assault. What is that unfortunate Miss 
. Abbott doing ? Has she been treated with equal 
severity ? " , 

" Ho' penance," he replied, " also consists in soli- 
tary confinement, but without the addition of binding 
ropes: Possibly her mental despair may be equal 
to your physical -sufferings. Take my advice, try 
not to think of anything now but rert. Lie down 
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on your bed before you attempt to disrobe, dose 
your eyes, and seek rejuvenating slumber.”* 

Hester was only too thankful to fdl in with 
• this counsel. She moved wearily to (I^e ma^ive 
fourposter, while Wilford took awaji the dinner 
tray, bidding her good-night as he relocked the door. 

She knew it was useless to j^Aedtl with him for 
escape. He was only Ziba's servant, though called 
a “ spiritual brother.” ^She had no money to offer 
him, and her brain was too- weary to think out a 
ftieans.of evading her husband* As WQford had 
prophesied, sleep descended upon her like a veil. 
•She never suspected the presence of an overpowering 
drug, believing her fatigue *to be the natural result 
. of long, ftxhaustidn. 

Now the short, dark man knocked softly at 
Jadnth’s door. 

" If you please, miss,” he said, “ may I bring 
, in your supper ? ” ^ , 

A very faint voice answered ” Yes.” ‘Even that 
one syll&blc was uttered with ai^ effort. Jacinth 
hoped he would not notice her^teeth were diattcring ; 
she knew her face must be livid with terror. Ever 
since those awful moments in the secret passage she 
Jiad awaited with dread the approach of this hour. • 
Though she had never set eyes on Wilford, he was 
just the type of man she imagined from his voice, 
the perso^cation of what she had exjJected, since 
ovffhearing his bargain with Ziba and Orson. 
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It infuriated to see his humble manner as he 
placed the tray beside h^, remarking he hoped the 
fare was to. h^ taste. She glanced down that he 
flight not r^d the horror in her eyes. 

“ I am npt very hungry,” she said, " but the 
lemonade you have brought me looks delicious. It 
is my favourite diink.” 

His face brig&tened perceptibly. 

" I have noticed it is generally liked by ladies,” 
he replied, still in his servile tone. " I come charged 
with a request which Mr. Wayne hopes you yull not 
refuse. He wished me to recall your Jdnd suggestion 
made this morning, to succour his unfortunate sister 
in her sickness. She is too dangerpusly mad for 
you to sleep in her room, but it wbuld be very l^d 
if you had the nerve to occupy the adjoining apart- 
ment. The door will be locked between you, and 
it is believed the brain patient may sl^p peacefully 
all night. But should you hear any sound of groan- 
ing or unrest, you would be doing a great service by 
simply touching your electric beU. This will bring 
a trained attendant on the scene.” 

Jacinth’s heart sank as she struggled to look 
pleased. How near the ordeal grew ! 

” I riiall be delighted to do an3rthing I can,” 
she rq}lied. ” If you will just let me take my 
evening meal in solitude, I will thoa move my 
things back to the dressing-room, which I suppose I 
shall now find unlocked.'” 
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VTilford feared to excite suspicion if he remained 
in the room watching her eat. Without the faintest 
sign of anxiety he turned his back on th^ tray and 
respectfully withdrew. t , 

No sooner was she alone than she tmptied the 
contents of the dru^ed glass into a smaU water 
bottle on the dressing table. 'I'hi^ she conceded 
in a wardrobe, already partially opened for the pur- 
pose of avoiding noise should Wilford be listening. 
Hastily she ate food to give her strength, her gaoler 
allowing her good time to enjoy and digest the dainty 
little supper. 'Phen she heard his knock again, and 
in a.bolder voice bade him “ Come in." 

The spirit of acting was upon her, she was leaning 
back in hfer chair 'with eyes half closed as if their 
■ owner suddenly found the lids ‘too heavy to control. ■ 
She raised her handkerchief to her lips, and yawned 
behind it audibly. 

, " The evening must be^ rather sultry," she said. 
*' I hardly feel as if I can keep awake. Tam quite 
afraid I should not do for a sick nurse after 
all," 

A look of exultation glowed in the narrow dark 
eyes of her would-be murderer. , 

‘."The charm is working quickly,” he thought*; 

it has a more powerful effect on some systems than 
others, and conveniently leaves no trace after 
death." 

He asked if he might help *tali» her few possessions 
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into the dressing-room. She thanked him, still 
stifling apparent yawns. 

" The patient is quite still/’ she said, listening at 
,.the locked door. “ It does not seem as if 1 should 
be disturbed." 

Wilford paused on the threshold before retir- 
ing* < " 

" I hope, miss," he said, " that things may go 
better for you to-morrow. , Although I am a Mormon 
myself, I do not approve' of people being forced to do 
penance against'- their will. Tlxey say we must 
bow to all systems of the Chuith, but I think 
you will be sure to receive your liberty in the morn- 
mg. 

Jacinth made an effort to appear interrated in his 
' sympathy, but her feelings of disgust and contempt 
were so violent, she was Obliged to turn her 
face away for fear of betraying those very real emo- 
tions. 

He took her apparent lack of, interest as a sign 
that the drug was working. 

No sooner had he retired, than she crept to the 
window and opened it cautiously. 

It was late at night, and a dreary downfall of 
rain had emptied the street below. Heavy clouds 
obscured the moon, and above the gloomy street 
lamps utter darkness reigned. 

" No chance df our being rescued this evening," 
she thought, " since ev'en the keen eyes of a dgtec* 
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tive could not now see the handkerchief, l^erhaps 
it b as well, for Wilford is certain to secure the 
.windows, and the darkness will prevent his observ* 
ing my sign.” * 

Beyond the panes of glass were iron <}ars. She 
knotted the red silk scarf tightly^ t^ the topmost 
rung, pushing it to the farthest comer Jor extra pre- 
caution. This done. Jacinth lowered the window 
. without sound, an'd hurriedly prepared for bed. How 
violently her heart beat ! ’She let her clothes faU 
in an untidy heap by the chair, all usual methods 
,of scrupulous nmtness were ignored, for every 
morn'ent she dreaded to heas the return of Ziba’s 
paid assassin. She l^y paralysed by suspense, staring 
at the blind which.sUielded a God-sent trophy on. 
which her every hope h\ing. Fervently she prayed 
for deliverance, but hot in the high-flown language 
of Mormonism. This prayer was a heartbroken 
utterance, a simple cry* to* God the deliverer. 
Whose name had been taken in vain by guilty men. 

Wilford 'went below to await his time, buS3dng 
■‘himself with putting away the frays and their con- 
tents, smiling as he carefully cleaned the empty 
tumblers lest the faintest ^op of liquid should 
remain as a witness against him. Then, when he felt* 

. sure the doomed women would be wrapped in sound- 
est slumber, he returned to their deserted wing, and 
first opened Hester's door. He fanew k Jacinth 
were.awake and heard him moving about, *hat she 
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would jnistake his steps for Hester's and try to 
address the prisoner, whom, he guessed, she did not 
really believe mad. 

Jacinth s sharp ears caught the sound of the 
turning door handle, knowing Wilford's work had 
begun. 

First he stared at Hester Wajme, l 3 dng still dressed 
on the four-post bed. She looked far more peaceful 
than when he last saw her a^vake. She was breath- 
ing quite evenly, her h^d resting on the pillow, her 
arms outstretched as if to emphasize their r^ef 
from cord bondage. Then he turned to a parcel 
he had brought with him. It contained several sand- 
bags to be fastened round Hester's door, so that he 
.could slip out, leaving his work imdisturbed. Large 
strips and sheets of brown paper lay in a pile, ready 
to block all air from the windows and Jacinth's 
outer door. Quickly he got to work, making Hes- 
ter's room proof against the faintest possible draught. 
Then he unlocked the connecting, door and stole into 
the tiny dressing-room, where Jacinth lay apparently 
in a sound, child-like sleep. Her face was turned 
to the wall, one arm partially covering her features. 
She heard him approach, bend over her so 'that his 
breath fanned her cheek. He stayed in this attitude 
for some seconds, wUch seemed to Jacinth like a 
long hour of agonized suspense, then moved back 
with a sigh of satisfaction. 

" I never knew< it fail," he thought, ** specially 



A CRIMSON Sign 26s 

on weakened systems ; th^ will both have a beauti> 
ful death, nothing more humane could possibly have 
•been concocted." 

Jacinth heard him fumbling at her doer and win- 
dow. pasting the brown paper as quickly as possible 
over every crack. She felt he musf h^ the tiiud of 
her fast-beating heart. She struggled against deadly 
faintness, a new .terror suddenly suggesting itself. 

- If she lost consciousness through fear, the gas would 
do -its deadly work, then she and Hester could 
. never hope to wake and accuse their enemies. 

• Vividly she remembered her words to Hester last 
night, hoping for an opporttmity to repay the Mormon' 
.wdman's kindness. ’The opportunity would indeed 
be missed if her physical powers gave out. Hester 
had nearly lost her life tluough warning an innocent 
girl of the much-married saint’s perfidy. 

Now, Wilford was moving, towards the gas. 
Raising his hand, he turned on the full current and. 
fled from the room, purposely leaving tiie outepdoor 
unlocked for the first time since Hester's imprison- 
ment. Quick as lightning. Jacinth flew into the 
room, already faintly poisoned by the fumes, which 
instamtly cea^ at tiie touch of her trembling hand. 
Hester had been dragged to the floor and was lying 
,-«ls arranged by Orson Hoge. The panting girl 
bent down and felt her heart; if was beating 
regularly, no sign of collapse* add^ to Jaci.nth'8 
terror. * 
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** If my red flag of danger does its work,” she 
thought exultingly, " then we are saved, but should 
the detective have wearied of the watch, God knows 
what these murderers will do next.” 



CHAPTER XXII 
THE PROTECTION OF THE CAW 

ARSON bega'n to fed concerned about Basil 
Hope. Such frenzied anxiety possessed the 
young man in his fear and love for ‘jacinth, that a 
* few da}^ more of such tension might underipine his 
health and prey upon his reason. 

^ day he hadVapted Carson to enter the house 
Tjj^'force, ahd insist op seeing Jacinth Abbott. But 
this professional authority on crime explained they 
had no excuse for such an unusual proceeding. The 
girl had left home of her own accord, and when he 
spoke to her the previous night ^he was app.arently 
enjo}dng the Mormon's hospitality. 

" We have no reason to think she ii unhappy- at 
the present time,".Carson declared, as the two men 
partook of a dreary dinner in the Tottenham 
lodgings, Basil refusing to leave even for an hour. V 
“•Jacinth might come out,” he said, “ and the 
moment she emerges from that door, whoever she is 
'with, I shall go up and speak to her.. She will not 
listen to me for my own sake, ,but I might frighten 
her abeut her father’s health. Mrs. Abbott sent 
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me the most distressing tel^am. One can easily 
picture the parents’ agony of mind." 

Carson sighed as he lit a cigarette, while Basil 
' sipped strong coffee to keep him awake during the 
night. 

" Whatever you say will be of no use if she is 
still under hj'pnotic influence," Carson told the dis- 
tracted lover. " I hope you are going to try and 
sleep, at least till daybreak, for it's not much use this 
dark night peering about for invisible handkerchiefs. 
How long do you intend keeping up this watch ? 
Probably Miss Abbott has informed Wayne of my 
brief conversation w?th her in the theatre, fm that 
reason he has advised her to keep indoors to-da^." 

At the mention of sleep Basil indulged in .a Mran 
Smile, which veiled some hidden thought not yet 
made known to Carson. 

" You detectives are very clever,” he said,. " but 
I am sure love is ■ tha best sharpener of wits., I 
have thought out a way by ^hich I can keep the 
opposite windows under my eye, from fime to time, 
during this night. ' I could not sleep, thinking that the 
red handkerchief might caU in vain. You can't tell 
' what tricks that dreadful self-named Apostle may not 
be up to. Of course, in his own lawless way, he .may 
well love a beautiful girl like Jacinth. His amoroiu 
intentions towards her might give her a nasty fright, 
should he have any vfle scheme on foot, when the 
rest of the hottsehoI<i have retired.” 
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• " You fear eveiything," said Canon lightly, '* but 
I fancy Miss Abbott would have sense enough to 
securely fasten her door.” 

‘“•Skeleton keys," muttered BasQ, “sVeleton 
kesrs.” • 

Carson, seeing it impossible to lighten his com- 
panion’s depression, resorted to the evening papers,* 
which he read until bedtime. 

" I think m turn in now/’ he said, seeking the 
young man, who sat by the open window gazing into 
the darkness. His clothes were wet, but he did not 
appear to notice thfi fact or suffer any disc<^fort. 
A clearing shower had just swept the streets, and 
•now the incessant patter of raindrops ceased. 

if you si{ up all pight in those damp clothes 
you may get rheumatic fever,” said Carson. " I 
.wonder if any wonjan is worth all the worry you are 
enduring.” 

Basil tried to laugh at his own expense. 

" You will think, sq when you are in love," he 
answered. "Vou see our engagement has been a 
long one ; I worshipped her when'she was a mere 
•child ; she was all I had in the world.” 

Ou^n felt that sympathy would only make 
matters worse, so he moved away, repeating his 
bri^ good-night. 

y.* Basil called him quickly back. ^ 

" 1 say, Canon, wait a minute^. 1 want to try*an 
experiment before you undress. ^ sent for some small 
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magnesium lights to-day, sufficient to illuminate 
the house opposite. 1 mean to try one now, and 
get a good look at those windows. The street is 
practic^y empty, and the few soaked pedestrians 
will only think some young fellows are skylarking 
up here.” ^ 

" Anything to relieve your mind,” Carson replied, 
rather amused at Basil's ingenuity. 

" I asked especially for white lights,” said Basil, 
" since I think they are less noticeable, and more 
likely to show up the presence of the red liand- 
kerchief, should it be there.” ‘ 

He drew his treas’mes from a box concealed beneath 
the table. He had little h9pe‘they would reveal 
anything fresh, but the endee,vour might bring ^ace 
of mind. 

Carson humoured him, getting the matches, and 
remarking jokingly — 

” I did not know we were to turn this into a 
fifth of November affair.” .. 

■ Basil held his breath, setting his teeth as he leant 
forward with elbows on tiie sill, holding aloft the 
dazzling firework. His eyes were starting from his 
head as th^ swept the high wall opposite, dotted 
with dark windows. A cry escaped him, as the red 
handkerchief, damp and drooping, caught his eager 
gaze. Simidtaneously he saw Jadnth’s agonized 
face at the window, while her hands gesticulated 
wildly, as if beckoning for help. 
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Carson also saw the vision of a pallid girl stahding 
terror-struck by the casement, quickly noting the 
position of that particular window. » 

“ The third from the right,” he said alojid, as he 
rushed to the telephone, ringing up the nearest 
police station. . 

Eager for the fray, Basil’s pale face now flushe'd 
crimson, he could hardly wait for Carson to send his 
Orders. The few moments' delay appeared intol- 
erable to tjie man who had seen his wdear one’s face 
-convulsed with tesror. Speedily Carson and Basil 
crossed the road and knocked peremptorily at* Elvas- 
ton House, pealing the bell witli such violence that . 
•Wi^ford, whcfwas still*up, started guiltily. 

. He was sitting in a gantry at the back of the house, 
and had not seen the light’ which startled the young, 
newly-baptized women on the top floor. Again the 
insistent summons pealed through the building. 

” Maybe,” thought Wilford, " Wayne and Hoge 
have returned. Knowing they left orders the door 
ipust be bolted, they cannot fall back on 'their 
latchkeys. I thought they were nervous when they 
slunk out of the kitchen door and through] the. 
yafd at the back of the house, before joining the 
baptismal candidates." 

With a sense of deep uneasiness Wilford hurried to 
the hall • 

" We don't want visitors here this evening,'' he 
thought, " of nights in the year.'' 
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His‘ acting powers warned him he had better adopt 
a cheerful expression. The moment he saw the two 
men on< the threshold were strangers, he smiled 
affably, asking in a joking voice what on earth 
they wanted with him at this unusual hour. 

" We have come to see Miss Abbott,” said Basil, 
breathlessly. " Take us to her at once ; she is in 
some distress.” 

ii 

Despite his forced smile, Wilford turned deadly 
pale. 

” I don't know what you mean,” he muttered. 
" Miss ‘Abbott left the house this morning.. She 
has gone to Utah with a band of faints.” 

"You are lying 1" hissed the infuriated lover. 
“This house has been watched all day; she has never 
left it to our certain knowledge. We saw a number 
of other girls coming in and out. Miss Abbott was 
not amongst them.” 

Carson had taken <^e to plant his foot in^e 
doorway, while this argument was in progress. 

" You forget we have a back door,” muttered 
Wilford d<^gedly. ” She preferred to go that way, 
.since she didn't want any relations fussing after 
''her.” 

" Enough of your inventions,” said Basil hotly. 
” I saw her just now with my own eyes, and my 
friend here marked the window. We are going to 
ha* room, whether you object or not.” 

A look of utter amazement capght Wilford's 
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usually mobile features in a sudden vice of paralysed 
terror. 

. " Go to her room ! '* he gasped. " Impossible 1 
• Two strange men at this hour ! ” ' ^ 

So far Carson had not spoken. He was listening 
with secret diversion to Basil’s amateur efforts to 
force entry. Now he took the matter hito his own 
hands. 

■ “ You decline to let us in,", he asked casually, as 
if prepared to retreat, if Wilford a/iswered in the 
. affirmative. 

. . Encouraged by his mildness, the Elvastoh House 
attendant made a bold reply. * 

** Most certainly," he said in rough accents. *' I 
doh't know' who you^e. Clear off. I can’t have 
you keeping respectable people out of their 
beds.” 

He accompanied the words with a yawn. In- 
stantly Carson gave a low whistfe. At this signal a 
band of policemen, *hlready mustered just out of 
sight round the corner, tramped up the steps. 

' " Stand back I '* thunder^ Carson. " We enter 
in the name of the law." 

Wilford staggered against the wall, his knees 
knocking together, his jaw dropping, his forehead 
^ moist. He had ever a wholesome dread of blue- 
coated visitors. Now their presence •appeared like 
some diabolical nightmare. He cursed himself for 
hu folly in say^ Miss Abbott was absent, seeing his 
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lie would be discovered in the morning when her body 
was found. He had been taken ofi his guard and 
spoke at random, thinking these visitors counted for 
nothing. ^ 

“ It was impossible," he told himself, " they could 
have seen thodpugged Jacinth, that vras mere bluff.” 
So he lied on to his own undoing. 

"Don't let that man out of your sight,” whis- 
pered Carson to a constable. " He may try to 
escape, so keep a sharp eye on him.” 

Carson had made such a good calculation as to. 
the room’s locality, that he went straight to the 
■wing shut off by tHe heavy sliding door, with its 
formidable bolt. It took but a second to shoot 
back this barrier and enter the dark passage. At 
the sound of approaching feet. Jacinth dashed 
out through Hester's room with wild cries of 
help. 

In a- moment she felt herself clasped by Basil’s 
protecting arms. - ‘ . 

"My darling," he gasped passionately, "what 
have they been doing to you ? *’ 

Carson's voice was heard above the general 
confusion — 

” Secure the servant,” he cried, " but don't strike 
a light, I smell an escape of gas." 

Wilford fek himself pinioned against the wall. 
In liis heart he cursed Wayne and Orson with a 
deadly oath. 
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" They were tiying to murd^ us,” gasped Jacinth. 

. ".Hester Wayne is insensible. I turned off The gas 
•immediately I was alone ; that man believed he had 
druggfxi me too. I broke one of my panes^ of glass. 
If you can get the windows open, the i^ir, will be clear 
enough in a minute.” ’ * ’ ‘ 

The police, guided by Jacinth, made their way 
through Hester’s room, avoMipg the prostrate body 
on tlje floor. A swift current of air^soon dispelled 
. Jhe remaining odour, which none had noticed save 
Q^xson. Then, when the would-be deadly .gas-jet 
was' once again illuminated, proerfs of the story which 
Jacinth stanjmered out were visible to the as- 
sembly.' ' • • 

" Hester Wayne," said the girl, raising the limp' 
hand, " is only drugged ; she was to have died, like 
myself; from an escape of gas. I heard the whole 
devilish plot concocted in *Zibh Wayne’s .study. 
Hester told pie the day before of a sepret passage 
leading to that room. I can show it you now, to 
prove my words. I have saved, too, the drink which 
the wretched Wilford brought me to-night for 
supper. He thought I drank it, but it is really 
conc^ed in the cupboard opposite.” 

/Wilford groaned aloud when he heard the words. 
How he knew he had indeed been vchechpiated ; 
both Hester and Jacinth would live to testify against 
their totmentors. . * 

*! Hester . Ws^ue *has been .imprisoned here all 
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day/' continued Jacinth. *' I tried to escape last 
night, b,ut was shot up in this wing. 1 could not 
get to the front windows to hang out the handkerchief, 
until it ^as dark. Oh, and then the letter ! Look 
on the dressi{)grtable and you will see Ziba's forgery. 
Hester nevte wrote a word of that lying message. 
She only wanted to get away and tell the world of 
Mormon abominations.' She opened my eyes to 
their enormitiw. She showed me I was hypnotized. 
That was late last night after the theatre, 
before '.Ziba caught us on our way to the hdl 
door." • 

Jacinth had hardly strength enough to reel out 
the words so fuU of useful information. 'Still help>ed 
by Basil’s supporting arm, the trembling girl 
assisted Carson in his quick, business-like investiga- 
tions. After taking possession of the letter and 
leaving a guard 'ftritfr the unconscious Hester; he 
made a tour of the secret passage, and handed the 
glkss bottle of drugged lemonade to one of his 
assistants. 

" The whole house must be placed imder arrest,” 
he said, ” and a doctor sent for immediately to 
attend this drugged woman. 1 should advise her 
being taken in an ambulance to the nearest hb$- 
pital. .This is going to be a big job.” 

Already Wilford was throwing the blame (m Orson 
and Ziba. ' * 

” They will return in the morning/' he said ; 
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“ they must be charged with attempted murder. I 
was hynotized, the same as Miss Ab^tt." 

. His quick brain had instantly seized the i^ea from 
Jacinth: Carson smiled, satirically. 

" That will probably be judgec^ ^ your past . 
record,” he replied. 

Jacinth, as yet, had hardly time to wonder why 
Rasil was there. Surely he could not love her still, 
after her infidelity. Exhausted by the horrors of 
the- night; she felt content just to* know that he 
was near, to realize life had been given back: -to 
since 'deliverance had comeo from the jaws of 
death. ^ ' 

The • hasf Qy-summoned doctor asked Jacinth so 

many questions that her. brain swam. As if in a 

dream, she followed Hester as they carried her to a 

conveyance. A crowd of terrified girls from the 

floer above appeared in adiuddled mass .on the 

staircase. . « 

» * 

What were the police doing ? Was there a .fire ? 
They had seen a bright light at the window only a 
short time ago. One of the converts felt convinced 
the light was a ray of glory proclaiming the end 
of the world. Others were palpably confused 
pf finding this saintly establishment raided by 
■ police. , 

Carson addressed the frightened group in a kindly, 
reassuring voice. 

■ You are .dU under the protection of the law,” 
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he told them, “ and perfectly safe. We shall 
see no harm befalls you, tliough you are lodging 
in the house of murderers. Two lives have 
been savbd, and you can now sleep peacefully in 
your beds. To-morrow you . will be securely 
escorted back to your homes, and the danger 
from which you have been snatched made public 
property.” 

A pitiful sound of wailing greeted the intelligence, 
as the disillusioned converts wept upon each other's 
shouldej's. Jacinth had not the strength to speak a 
word of comfort. She let Basil lead her away, still 
telling him trokenly of the triak she bad passed 
through. • , 

Fondly he whispered that his devotion would dis^ 
pel the awful recollection of this night, repeating his 
vow of eternal love as if no cloud had ever risen 
betweep them. - 

In his own joy at this strange i^e-union he did not 
forget her parents' agony. 

" Early in the morning we will telegraph for your 
mother,” he declared, ” saying all is well. She and 
your father have been terribly anxious ; they knew 
something was wrong.” 

” How I have made you all suffer I ” murmuMd 
Jacinthj with,A sob. *' I was like another person, 
possess^, bewitched, absolutely under the control 
of a devil.” 

” I knew it,” said Basil quickly. '^*.1 w'amed your 
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mother of some uncanny influence that last night I 
saw you before our engagement was broken. She 
would not believe me then; people often believe 
too late.'* 



CHAPTER XXIII 


A WISH REVERSED 

Z IBA passed a miserable night. Early in the 
morning ,he went to Orson’s room, rousing 
him from sound slumber. 

Elder Hoge was alwa3rs a good sleeper, and woke 
• with a start, to find the haggard-faced brother 
bending over him with an expression of fear. Spring- 
ing up, he asked, breathlescly if anything was 
wrong. 

" Whatever is wrong lies in myself,” said Ziba, 
sitting on the bed and wipii^ his brow. ” I have 
been strangely troubled with a spirit of restlessness. 
I tried to distract my mind from 'unpleasant visions 
by >itriting an address, but terrible words of con- 
denmation for those who kill came to my mind, 
causing a painful uneasiness. I slept for a few 
moments and heard this text whispered in my ear — 
* The fearful, and unbelieving, and the abominable, 
and murderers shall have their part in the lake which 
bumeth with fire and tvimstone, which is the second 
deafh.” 



A WISH REVERSED 


281 


Orson glanced at the clock, annoyed at' being 
disturbed so early. He rubbed his eyes as he slowly 
digested Ziba's speech, then he said — • 

" Brother, you must have been thinking of the 
now deceased Hester. She is sharing tie punish- 
ment meted out to' sorcerers, idolater^ and aU liars.' 
Her wickedness was great, but the prAence of tHb 
evil sister shall. never trouble us more.” 

' Ziba stUl looked depressed as ^e retorted 

” Jt had to be done ; she would jiever have for- 
, sak'jn her'unrightfous thoughts. She took pleasure 
. in all manner of abominations, and turned from the 
faith which could have saved lier soul. Yet, that, 
^same voice which spoke to me in my dreams came 
like the spirit of the €H!ophet Eaekiel thundering— 

* Say unto them, as I liye*, said the Lord God, I have 
no pleasure in the death of the wicked.’ Orson, you 
know quite well God will not be mocked. Despite 
m;^ great zeal, I may have %rred in so hastily de- 
stroying the,wife of rfty youth. I know why I did it ; ' 
^e interfered between Jacinth and myself, aild the 
face of that young maiden is to me as the bright- 
ness of the sun. Without its smiles I should, 
be- doomed to sudden destruction. Her beauty 
has* such an astounding influence over me, that 
sometimes I become speechless as 1 gaze upon 
its channs.” • 

Orson was gradually waking np, resigning kirn- 
s' to the fact^Ziba had no intention of letting him 
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sleep again. Still cross at the intrusion, he spoke 
harshly — 

” You have fallen into the error of folly, my be- 
loved friend. You declined to listen to a timely 
warning I gave you, turning, deaf ears to my entreat- 
ies. This strai»ge Riverpool woman who departed 
from all belief in our religion was as a snare unto 
you. But let me assure you that the Lord will come 
out in judgment upon Jacinth Abbott, and destroy 
her from the face of the earth. Her wretched life 
might have been saved had you consented to cast 
her off for ever. Your fellow saints, linked to you 
in godly work, couldmot see you bruised and blinded 
by an infidel. Her arms about your, neck would 
have dragged you back from 9ursuing our glorious 
work as a shining light upon Mount Zion. Know 
that slie has been smitten 'with a curse, and will be 
snatched from your hands, so that the ministry 
be not -defiled by one tossed to and fro with every 
wind of doctrine. She would have demoralized you 
by her cuiming craftiness. Her kisses made you 
forget your high position in the priesthood. Had 
you been joined to a transgressor you would have 
broken the everlasting covenant. Then must your 
dwelling have been made desolate, grievous wolves 
entering your fold, not sparing the flock in Utah. 
You might, through mesmerism, have lured Miss 
Abbott away, but in time, when the influence weak- 
ened, she would haye breathed forth damnable 



A WISH REVERSED 


283 


heresies. Katrine, and others dear to youj might 
have fallen victims to her pernicious teaching. Hes- 
ter’s life would have been demanded at yQur hands, ^ 
the young infidel’s condemning ivords bringing, not 
only you, but Brother Wilford and mysAf, to swift 
destruction. We -loved you too Mjey to leave you 
in this danger. We noted an outwardfy fair woman 
perverting the Book of Mormon, sorely troubling 
you,- and following her tivfn pernicious wa)^, so 
that our truths should be evil spo^cen of. I could 
see it was in her heart to make merchandise of you. 
She was bound to injure the inspired servailt of the 
lord:” 

.Ziba’s figure was.gtadually stiffening as he lis- 
tened. His face firsi Kirned red with rising annoy- 
ance, then paled to the. livid whiteness of intense 
rage. 

'* What is all this talk leading up to ? ” he asked 
haughtily. “ It is somethitig flew fora lesser light 
to lecture an ap>ostle. If you intend evil towards’ 
my fianc^, let me tell you once and for’all thkt 'the 
combined powers -of heaven and hell could not keep 
her from my arms. I fear, dear Brother Orson, you 
have an unclean spirit. If you, even in thought, 
injtire Jacinth Abbott, I, with my powers of healing, 
will work on opposite lines, and infect you with 
disease. 'Vou shall be taken with paibies, you shall 
be lame, crippled by my will.. I like not at all the 
tone of your speech ; you ^ no longer a witness- 
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bearer of godly revelations. Maybe, as with Hester, 
jealousy has overcome you. I know it is not 
often giveip to man to possess so seductive a damsel. 
I would wed Jacinth, even in an unbelieving state, 
seeing she could be saved by my purity. I shall 
taste the sweetg of love, draining the cup to its glori- 
ous dregs. I will feel her in my arms though she 
fight me to the death. I will kiss her till the breath 
goes out of her body, burying my face in the sweet- 
ness of her hair. She cannot cry out while sealed 
by my lips. I will call for a cloudy pillar to descend, 
and stand about us, as it did at the door of the 
Tabernacle. She sha»U be hidden in me, as Moses 
of old was hid in the cleft of ^ the rock. Women 
love to be conquered, men cjf, their task-masters. 
Such a little creature could do me no harm ; you 
insult my strength by trying to make me fear a 
woman.” 

” You feared Hester,-” said Orson, whose wrath 
was now rising, ” dreaded her enough to silence her 
accusing lips forever. Your feeble defence against 
this love weakness makes me fear tha , like the Gen- 
tiles, you have irdierited * lies, vanity, and things 
wherein there is no profit.’ Still, you have a deliverer 
in me. I am your best friend. Listen, brother, 
and let not anguish rend your heart. Jacinth Abbott 
will no longer prove an occasion of stumbling. Wil- 
ford'and 1 have swqpt her from your path. You 
paid that man to commit murder. expectine>him to 
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leave a woman alive who would witness a§:2inst us 
all three. I was surprised that any one possessed 
of ordinary intelligence could expect such, directions 
to be executed. Of course Wilford has removed 
the girl also. They ^re both to die ih adjoining 
rooms from gas suffocation. Ther^f^e you are safe, 
and can now repent of the evil over which you have 
just gloated, namely, your passionate desires towards 
. one -who reviled ’Mormonisip.” 

A cry resembling that of a sav^e beast pierced 
by the huntsmans spear, escaped Ziba’s lips as the 
horrible truth flashed through his brain. 

•“ He has killed my angel 4 You have let him ‘ 
murder her!" he l}is^d. "Impossible; I’ll not 
believe ydu. Seizing Orson roughly by the shoul* ’ 
ders and dragging him from the bed, he shook him 
as a terrier might a rat. 

Elder Hoge was muscular, and returned the as- 
sault with violence. Together the two men attacked 
each other in truehooligan fa^ion. Then suddenly' 
Ziba broke *away, and burst into a wild fit of hysteri- 
cal weeping. 

"My only love,” he groaned, "my adored on 
earth, you, sweet Jacinth, shall be avenged. God 
could not be so cruel as to rob me of my treasme. 
}ie is good to His servant, and I may yet find you 
alive." • 

Ziba ru^ed. from the romn, and hastily donning 
his clothes, fled from the hot^ paifting and weening. 
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followed at a resjjectful distance by Orson Hoge, 
who now feared his friend’s agitation might arouse 
suspicion^ 

" I will take the same train to Tottenham,” 
thought Orson, ” and try to get speech with 
him again be(pK he arrives at ■ Elvaston House. 
He may puU himself together when I warn him 
of the hangman’s rope. This slight fit of petulance 
will soon wear off; Zjbs was ever an emotional 
man,” 

Orson did not make his presence known' until the 
sorrowing lover was nearing the abode of death. Then 
he came softly behind and linked his arm through 
that of the now composed saint. Z'lba looked at him 
with eyes of undying hatred. * < 

” For expediency’s sake we had better appear 
to be frien(k,” he muttered. " This tragic end to 
my love-story will not be so easily wiped out. I 
shall reckon with you and Wilford later.” * 
Deathly white, with trembling hand, Ziba pealed 
the familiar bell, having first tried his key with non- 
success. He was not surprised when a policeman 
.opened the door. ” The devilish plot has worked,” 
he thought. " My darling is lying stiff and cold 
above, a victim to Hester’s treachery. How can I 
bear to look on the motionless face ? Will my 
brain stand the agony of the inquest ? ” 

As the two men entered, feigning a look of be- 
wilderment, the policeman, accompanied by two or 



A WISH REVERSED 


287 


three companions, asked if he were Ziha Wayne. 

'* That is my name,” replied the apostle; " may 
.1 ask your business in this godly estabKshment ? , 
Brother Hoge and myself are amazed at the pre- 
sence of such unexpected visitors. Has there been 
a burglary ? ” .• » . . 

As he uttero*-! Orson’s name, and acknowledged 
his own, the constable in charge made a sign to his 
'attendants, wuu quickly stepped forward, and be- 
fore the Elders realized their inleiitio*, fastened hand- 
cuffs on their wTjsts. 

, What the devil are you doing ? ” shouted Ziba 
hoarsely. ^ * 

There is some lamentable mistake,” gasped 
Koge,' quaking. * * • 

The constable lost no 'time in briefly explaining 
the charge. " You are arrested,” he said, ” for com- 
plicity in the attempted murders of Mrs. Wayne 
and Miss Jacinth Abbott.”* 

“ Murder " cried* Ziba indignantly; •' who could 
possibly accuse Latter-Day Saints of anything so 
atrocious ? ” 

*' Miss Abbott accuses you both,” replied the' 
representative of the law, adding his ctutomary 
warhing that any hurriedly-made statement would 
bi used against the prisoners. ' 

In this moment of horror, Hoge, though petrified 
by fear, could not resist one look which seemed to 
sav — 
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* Was I not right ? I tried to save you from this 
woman ; now she is proving our destruction." 

Ziba's eyes fell. So the fair enchantress he had 
yearned fcjr was alive, though with swift infidelity 
he heartily wished her dead. 


CHAPTER XXIV 
•A REAl* HERO 

B asil hope was fuU of plan» for the imme- 
diate future. In Jacinth’s exhausted condi- 
tion he told her none of his secret arran’gements, 
to be submitted /or her approval the following day! 

‘His. landl&dy, whor had taken a deep interest in 
the two young men, 'soon realized that something 
hi ghl y sensational had- occurred in connection with 
the house opposite. 

Basil begged her to quickly arrange the most 
comfortable room she had vacant for his unexpected . 
visitor. • * ’ . , 

" Miss Abbott’s mother will here to-morrow,” 
he said. ” She has passed through a terrible time. 
Perhaps you will make an effort to take special 
cair^ of my young guest, seeing she is. without 
a; diaperone to-night, and suffering from recent 
alarm.” 

Jacinth thanked him warmly for all his considera- 
tion, aiming him that, despite the dhock to her 
nerves, slie would now be able to rest. 
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Basil was also sorely in need of sleep. His late 
watching had told npon him, and he could still 
hardly re'hlize his dear one was safe under the same 
roof. 

The following morning a reply telegram from Mrs. 
Abbott stated she had left Riverpool by an early 
train, expressing heartfelt tlianks to Basil for the 
good news contained in his wire. 

When Jacinth woke, her first thought was for 
Hester. She dressed hurriedly, sending word to 
Basil’s room that she wished to go at once to the 
hospital in the hope of seeing Mrs. Wayne He 
hastened to join his guest at breakfast. Jacinth 
was alone in the small sitting-room from which he 
had flashed the timely illumination on the previous 
evening. He thought her looking pathetically pale 
and thin, the triumph of youth preventing her wan 
appearance from proving unbecoming. Her large, 
deeply-fringed eyes wore a new expression of shyness, 
as if they feared to meet his longing gaze. She stood 
accused by her cwn conscience. The thought of 
Ziba’s recent love-making was now agony to her 
'soul. She half wished Basil would reproach her, 
keenly aware she deserved censure at his hands. 
It would have been easier to face his wrath and scorn 
than the swift forgiveness, the tender consideration, 
and .unaltered trust. Well she knew that the aver- 
age man would have cast her ofi with bitter vitupera- 
tion, laughing at the* idea that hypnotism had 
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played a sinister part in the threatened ruin of their 
lives. It was so wonderful of Basil to understand ; 
•it showed how entirely he was one with Herself. • 
He did not try to kiss her as he topk both her 
hands in his own, and drew her to the breakfast 
table. ^ 

“ Carson went out half an hour ago,” said Basil, 
as she seated hesself behind the coffee pot. " This 
almost feels like being marrifed. doesn’t it, Jacinth ? '* 
faint smile parted her lips as the colour rushed 
to her cheeks. AVas he mocking at her ? .Now she 
• turned inquiring eyes in his^ direction. 'Basil an-, 
swered the look with a hurried flow of words-— 

* '* Of coarse, we ‘s^all be married quickly now,. 
. if you still care for me. Perhaps your love has not 
yet revived, and I am too hasty in my request. I 
only want to blot out this dark ‘time of separation, 
to put it^ entirely behind ijs, and try to think all is 
just the same as m the old da)^." 

" Oh ! no,” g'asped Jacinth quickly, " jt .isn't 
. just the same.” 

For a moment his face fell. 

'* You see,” she continued breathlessly, ” I love 
.you a thousand times more. I was often cold, so 
cold, because I had not fathomed how deeply you 
’ really cared. I thought you would never speak 
to me again if I came out of last ni^t’s ordeal alive. 
I looked forward to n;y paHnts’ forgiveness, but 
.never expected so much a& a kind word from you. 
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Even now I wonder if it is only a tantalizing dream, 
or a trick to repay me more fully for the pain I 
inflicted." 

A great joy broke over Basil’s face. Out of these 
days of sorrow a new wonder sprang. Jacinth had 
developed from 'a mere girl into a feeling, thinking, 
serious woman. Never before had such sympathy 
linked their hearts. It was something more than 
passion which stirred him as he drew the now tearful 
Jacinth ipto his “arms. 

" If you want to please me,” he' whispered ten- 
derly, *' never breathy another word against your- 
self. You cannot imagine what life meant to me 
when your love was stolen awg.y. I became savage 
in- my hatred for the' man who robbed me of your 
heart. I knew him to be a towardly ruffian who 
disguised his baseness under the veneer of religion. 
Perhaps he told you I ..waylaid him one night in 
a lane, and thrashed him mercilessly. I marked 
his face ; you must have seen the cut of my 
whip.” 

In a flash the scene rushed back to Jacinth's mind 
of a hypnotized gul called down in the night to a 
moonlight tryst. How quickly Ziba explained • 
away the mark she observed beneath his muffler t 
The man she had thought so strong was a weak and 
l)dng .prophet, the lover she despised a real hero, 
without whose aid she must have been lost. She 
bad discovered the previous evening^ that Carson* 
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was in Basil's employ, so to him she owed the good 
work done by a Riverpool detective. 

" Every moment I discov^ somethihg fresh,", 
she exclaimed, " but, oh I I must tell ^ou what is 
troubling me so much. Besides all the anxiety I 
have caused, you have probably sf>^t your.hardly- 
eamed savings in rescuing me from danger. You 
retained the -services of . an expensive detective, 
leaving your business, to follow me here. Perhaps 
yc^ur chief will dismiss you for negligence ; it will 
mean our marriage may be further postponed.” 

• Her lips quivered as she sighed deeply at the. 
thought. If only shQ might never be parted again 
iron) Basil*! She clqng to him as if she could not 
■ let him go. " • 

" Money is not everything in this world,” he an- 
swered. " Are you prepared to face a struggle ? 
\Vili you take me just ^ ^ stand to-day, even 
though I confess I have lost my position in the 
firm ? " • * 

. She felt his hands tighten on her wrists. The 
tension of that moment meant much to the man 
testing Jacinth's real devotion. 

Basil,” she whispered, *' if you had not a penny 
,in the world I would take you, work for you, and be 
prouder of you than if I were marrying a millionaire. 

I owe you mylife,and,5uchasit is^I willcon^inte 
every 3 %ar that remains to tty apd prove my grati- 
< tude. Fathar and mother will surely feel the same. 
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But for your rescue I doubt whether they would have 
seen me again on earth. If we cannot afiord to 
^have a home of our own I shall suggest their finding 
a corner for tis in Briar Cottage. Don’t mind, dear- 
est, about the work. You are so clever, you will 
find another bgrlh in time. Fortunately, we are 
both young and strong.” 

Basil’s heart gave a great bound as he listened to 
her brave words. 

" No need for such sacrifices,” he cried. “ I 
left the firm of my own accord, because, without you, 
Riverpodl- became intolerable. You know that, old 
saying, * When one door shuts another opens ’ ? 
On the very day I made my final decision, I heard 
my uncle in Australia had died*, leaving me a private 
income of seven hundred a year.” 

A cry of amazeipent broke from 'Jacinth’s lips. 
She sprang to her feet, with hands clasped and eyes 
dilated. 

” Is it really true, Basil? Itou came* into this 
money and still cared for me You ask me to share 
your love and fortune. Why, it means we could be 
married at once." 

” Within three days, by sp>ecial licence, if yon are 
ready,” he answered eagerly. ” Listen, this is my 
idea. You have a very difficult time before you. 
Carson says there will be a big trial, which may 
prove ’the means of e£!ectively abolishing Mormon 
missionaries from England. The par^ vdtich you 
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and Hester Wayne must play in these law proceed- 
ings will be heavy. Ziba, Wilford, and Hoge must 
all be tried for complicity in their vile ^tempt to 
murder two defenceless women.* It will be a sensa-* 
tional hearing. I wai>t you to face tho court as a 
married woman, that I may be ne^ to support and 
protect you. I know your parents* will give their 
consent, and it will show the world what confidence I 
place in you.” . 

Now Jacinth could not speak. ^ She buried her 

face indler hands, and her frame shook with uncon- 

• 

^trollable sobs. These last words of trust, and love 
were too much for the over-wrought frame. Basil' 
knew how |;ier name,h'ad been blown upon in River- 
pool; In shame shctojecalled Arabella Piper’s letter' 
of righteous wrath to .Mrs. Abbott, and the old 
woman’s harsh words of condemnation when she 
met her with Maggie in the road. A bitter sting 
lay in the knowledge they vlere deserved. 

As Basil’s wife,* she could face the- public with 
new dignity, the foUies of girlhood shaken off with 
the responsibilities of her marriage vows. Basil 
guessed just how she felt, and tactfully waited till 
she regained composure. 

\ 'Then enthusiastically they discussed exciting 
'plans for the future. So soon as he could arrange 
the necessary preliminaries, she wastfeady to link her 
life with his. She almost iorgot her intention of 
■visiting Hester. Now recoiling hfer previous resolve. 
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she hastily finished her breakfast, and, escorted by 
Basil, drove to the hospital. 

There ^e found the tortured woman of yesterday 
refreshed by the long drugged sleep which gave 
Nature a chance to recuperate. The kindly faces 
of the nurses, th^cheerful ward, seemed like heaven 
after incarceration in Elvaston House. 

Very gently Jacinth explained all the happenings 
of the previous day to the woman rescued from 
murderous hands. She told how Hester’s hurried 
words about the private passage had been the- means 
of saving, both their lives. 

" How like Ziba ! '' declared Hester, when Jaqinth 
described the forged letter, exonerating himself 
and making her confess to Scj'cide. “ At least he 
was a man of method, and never let a point slip. But 
for you, the girl I so hated at first, and afterwards 
pitied, 1 should how have carried my sins into 
another world. Gpd grant I may be spared to redeem 
my past life and try to rescue some of my misi rable 
sisters in Utalr. We must make a point of giving 
those girls a chance who embraced Mormonism 
tl^rough your influence. Jacinth. I know just how 
to follow up Maggie Piper, for instance. If she wishes 
to return, we will enable her to escape from the 
pitiful bonds of polygamy. What will they do to 
Ziba and his confederates ? Have you any idea ? ’’ 

Jacinth' shook her 

*' It is impossible to »y,’' she replied, " but of 
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course they will all get long terms of imprisonment, 
the evidence is so undeniable. They are lucky to 
escape with their lives, and the longer they remain 

* in prison the better for the world at large. You must 
try and regain your strength quickly. You remem- 
ber saying yon wished to testify ag;liqst the Elders. 
Now you will be given a chance you could never 
have expected.' .Mormonism in England should 
shiver and die under your words of exposure.” 

” 'Yet I could never tell half,” answered He.ster, 

• closing li&r eyes, as a look of mental angtiish passed 
■o<vcr her features. “It will be difficult to fhee Ziba 
in the dock, bui we must feoth be strong, my 

. :hfld, the girl and tlte^ woman whom the devilish 
lYilford prepared for 9eath in the guise of a friend, 
I thought he was really' sorry for me that night ; 
perhaps he played the same game on you.” 

Jacinth gave a brief account of the words that 
passed between them, then, half tihiidly, she told 
Hester that«she woufd no longer be a girl when the 
trial came on. Mrs. W a 3 me could hardly conceal her 
amazement, as her young visitor described Basil’s 
devotion. 

. " Love is a wonderful thing,” she declared, " as 
you know it here. Would to God I had been bom 
. m England, far from the curse of plural wifehood. 
I can only pray my experience may regard the designs 
of its leaders, and snatch unwafy egnverts from the 
baleful mfluepc^ of Mormon *impostiires. If so, ,ny 
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sufferings will not have proved altogether useless. 
The anguish and misery I experienced when I heard 
you addressing me yesterday from the passage, 
passes description. Yet Ziba would say my gagged 
mouth and tortured limbs were in accordance with 
tlje ccunsels^o/ the Church. My death was planned 
on the lines of ' Blood Atonement,' the two most 
hideous words in our Mormon vocabulary. I should 
have suspected I was drugged, but for the torpid 
numbness which followed those racked hours which 
seemed like weeks of pain. It is surprising I lived 
through the frightful paroxysms produced by such 
brutal treatment." ^ 

Jacinth saw that even speaking of Unexcited Ifes- 
ter so pressing a kiss on her ?6rehead, said Basil was 
waiting, and slipped noiselessly away. Hester 
turned to a nurse who was bringing some light 
refreshment, 

" That is the young girl," she whispered, " whom 
my Mormon husband would have taker as a fourth 
wife, had I not warned her in time. You can 
imagine how such conduct strikes like the knell of 
death to one's soul. But now a judgment has fallen 
upon him, he has been arrested this morning, • liis 
career of crime ends to-day/* 




CHAPTER XXV 
‘HIS LIFE .OF LIES 

JACINTH was so busy being interviewed by 
' deJlTsctives and newspaper reporters, that it 
hardly seemed possible her mother could* be due 
from Riverpool ^ so short a* time. Tremblingly 
.shtf awaited ‘the clasp of maternal arms. Would 
sjie ever be able to explain the real reason of her 
apparent falseness ? Wh'at if Mrs. Abbott scorned 
the idea of Ziba’s sinister power.? Certainly the 
trick played upon her parents of a fictitious situation 
in 'Germany, might prove Sard to overlook. She 
also feared the reckni strain would throw her father 
back, and increase the weakness, of hiS paralysed 
limbs. Basil kneiV she was growing nervous as the 
hour of reunion approached. 

. " Mother may be very tired after her long, lonely 
journey,” she said. " I daresay all the anxiety will 
have quite upset her. Thank goodness, she can 
now lean upon me. The doctor who'attended Hes- 
ter was quite surprised I ha(^ no^ entirely broken 
down.” 
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” Youth is a great factor where straiir is con- 
cerned,”- replied Basil, " and I like to think my love 
helped a little in reviving your flagging spirits.” 

" Your love, and the good news too,” added 
Jacinth with a fond smile. " Have you any news of 
Ziba and his confederates ? ” 

" Yes, Carson talked to them at the police station, 
and found them in a stafe of utter collapse. They 
began quoting texts and conversing in Biblical 
language, but the constables would have none of 
such jargon. The elders will find* it difficult to get 
any counsel to defend them. The present iropres,- 
sion is that they must plead guilty. Carson saj s that 
Ziba Wayne is writing you 3 letter. May I entreat 
you not to answer it on any account ? ” 

Quickly Jacinth gave the desired promise. 

” If it would make you happy, I will tear it up 
unopened,” she declare^, ■” I hate the very thought 
of his handwriting. I should always associate it 
with his early vows of love to the poor womau whose 
murder he planned in such cold-blooded fashion.',' 

” Let us read it together/ suggested Basil, ” we 
can afford to smile iiow at his overwhelming conceit.” 

As they waited at the window for Mrs, Abbott’s 
arrival, a special messenger brought Ziba’s last words 
to his accuser. 

"false child of sin,” it ran, "I am told you 
have turned against me like a viper warmed in my 
bosom. You drew from me a great fio'>d of human ^ 
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passion. You made me love as I have never loved 
before, then, despite my godly teacliing, delivered 
■ a heavenly-inspired apostle into the Iiands of 
wicked men. I may be imprisoned, lik^ St. Paul, 
by reason of your hereyes, but even confining walls 
will not deaden my bright and shMU»^ light. • 1 try 
to bear up with fortitude, knowing that all earthly 
joys inust end*, and my Jjrow is well fitted for a 
martyr's crown. In the couH of justice I shall face 
yoit again, and you will read a holy condemnation 
in my eyes. At'least I have conferred on. you an 
Bridying benefit, my devotion snatched you from 
the arms of that miserable specimen of manhood*, 
Basii,^Hope.* In yeai^to come you will remember, 
to your lasting good, my inspired leaching. You 
may pretend to the world that Mormonism has no 
hold over you, but in reality you -can never entirely 
espape from its enlighteiyng^ influence. Reflect 
before you raise ^ypur voice against me. Know, 
that in thought, if I would, I could strike you.dead. 
J spare you because you were once dear to my heart, 
and sweet as an honeycomb. Even now I cling to 
the belief that you have not entirely forsaken me.’ 

crime of which I stand accused, is condoned by 
o.ur glorious faith, since spiritual discernment was 
■given to me and angel guardians directed my actions. 
1 and my two brothers will plead extenuating cirpuin- 
stance§ when we own ourselves guilty in the eyes 
ot the Gentiles, >Ve needT no earthly speaker to 
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espouse our cause, or conduct our case, since hosts 
of unseen beings and chariots of fire will overshadow 
the earthly precincts of the law. As to that cursed 
woman Hester, Mormon vengeance will eternally 
damn her soul. Fly from her as from the plague ; 
she has broy^t-you to great transgression in the 
past. I adjure you to turn deaf ears when she 
breathes forth hatred and malioe in the coming 
ordeal. You will see my splendid courage visibly 
displayed. I slftill stand as an example for all gener- 
ations. Men will marvel at my fortitude, "and pos- 
sibly profit by the example of my saintship. I do not 
ask you to answer these words, I only bid yon bury 
them in your heart. — Yours jSi the spirit, of power, 
ZiBA, the Apostle of Latter-Day Saints.” 

Jacinth drew a deep breath as they laid the letter 
down. 

" What a horrible, tragedy that he should blas- 
pheme to the end I ” she murmured, as Basil pushed 
away the closely-written sheets. • 

” A life of lies cannot be shaken off in a moment,” 
he said. ” Such talk will only intensify the public 
disgust against him, and hasten the jury’s verdict. 
Keep this last fulsome admonition, on the chance of 
its being needed in the case. It shows well the 
manner of man that justice has to deal with. His 
vaulting conceit makes me sick. I wonder what 
good he expected to do himself, by writing such 
loathsome sentiments.’ » . 
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So engrossed were the lovers over this strange 
epistle, they had not noticed a taxi draw- up to the 
•house. Now the servant app(;ared, lool&ig ratheiv 
flurried. 

“ A lady and gentleman have called,” slie said. 
*' They asked to see you at once oif ground flpor, 
so I showed them into a parlour whi^ my mistfess 
said she would ‘gladly gkice at your disposal.” 

" Who can they be ? ”' asked Jacinth. ” Did 
ndt they give a name ? ” • 

The maid shook her head, and waiting for no 
•further discussion Jacinth hurried downs! airs. As. 
she entered the* little. room, a cry of bewildormertt 
escaped het. 

” Father ! Father ! . 

She rushed forward into the arms of the man who 
stood leaning on his wife’s shoulder, hardly able to 
Ijielieve her eyes. Though and pale, Mr. Abbott 
stood with a welcoming smile for (he child" who had 
caused him such grievous anxiety. At least her un- 
natural conduct had given back*the physical limb- 
power lost so long, and now each day the wonder of 
recovery increased with returning strength. 

< ' Ml'S. Abbott had been sorely agaitxst bis taking 
.this sudden jo\imey, but the early start and con- 
sequent fatigue seemed as nothing to him, with 
reunion ahead. At last his will conquered nervous 
debilijy. Quickly he told jacinth this was the 
.one atom of good gathered from all the nigblmare 
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happenings of the past. As she poured forth her 
story, with one hand in Mrs. Abbott’s and the other 
‘clasping her father’s, she explained there were yet 
more rays of brightness in the sorry tale. Yester- 
day’s terrors had shown her what splendid heroism 
dwelt in the heart of Basil Hope. The love w’hich 
she had accepted in the past as hers by right, came 
now as a marvellous and unexpected' gift, a blessing 
she could never have hoped for after Ziba’s double 
dealing. She begged Basil to teU them himself the 
good news of his brilliant prospects. Somewhat 
shyly, and with characteristic humility, he ex- 
plained his new position to his future father-ir>law, 
marvelling at the sight of Mr. Abbott mo-ving in the 
world of men. 

When Jacinth’s mother realized all her child had 
endured, the horror of it turned her momentarily 
faint. 

“ So the black bird was an omen of evil,” she 
said, after telling how the strange inh'uder had 
shattered the looking-glas?. in Jacinth’s room. 
" Your father, too, had an extraordinary premonition 
of approaching danger. Let us remember never 
to ignore such warnings granted for our guid- 
ance.” 

The young couple turned the conversation from 
dreary subjects to an eager discussion of immediate 
wedding plans. The idea delighted Mr. Abbott, 
since he had never contemplated the joy of attending 
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the church service, when the happy event took 
place. ' 

“ We could be quietly married here i/i London 
by special licence," Basil explained. *' I am sure 
you will agree with me it is wiser not to have the 
ceremony in Riverpool. When .Jacinth returns 
there, it had better be as my w'iIc.’iShc w’Al hhve 
to remain in London until the end of the trial, And 
I if we arc married, it wil .enable you to go back 
peacefully to Briar Cottage.” , 

■ Mrs.,.^bbott ^ave a sigh of relief. The thought 
of cliapcroning Jacinth to the court of. law, had 
*hcld innumerable terrors fo» the nervous, home-' 
Idvmg woman. 

" Basirhas made ciifery thing so ea.sy,” she declared' 
with a happy look at her husband. " I am sure, 
Hugh, dear, we can give our consent to the wedding 
taking place as soon as convenient. I only wish 
that dreadful Ziba Wayne "waS at the bottom of the 
sea. 'Who knows sn the future he may not plan 
some horrible revenge upon Jacinth 'fcjr showing 
• him up, and the miserable wife he tried to murder ? ” 
Mr. Abbott smiled away the natural fear, declar- 
ing— 

‘‘ Wayne’s tongue will be silenced for many a 
long day, and if he is ever released, I do not suppose 
much energy would be left in a gaol-bird of such 
long standing.” % 

Notv# thoroughly weary from the journey. Mr, 
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Abbott consented to retire to bed, the landlady 
having supplied ample accommodation for the 
whole party. 

You have a nice new white dress you can be 
married ir*/* said Mrs. Abbott, as Jacinth was 
l(?aving the room. 

The girl suuddcrocl at the recollection of the 
gown bought for baptism. T1 h\ thought of the 
last night she had worn it in Ziba*s compan}^ made 
it hateful in her eyes. 

I am afraid it is an unlucky , dress," oho told 
her mother. " I should be far too superstitious to 
wear it on my wedding-day. I think the little blue 
muslin you made me. will be ;nore suitable. That 
is Biisil's favourite colour." 



CHAPTER XXVI, 

MARRIED 

UN BE AMS were glinting through the stained 
O, glass windows of a London church. But for 
their fairy-like pfcsence, it would have appeared a 
(jark and cheerless edifice. The rows yf empty 
pews ^ave no warning that a marriage ceremony 
WAS about to take pl;\ce. The clergyman hurriedly 
jobing in the vestryr^khew the many vicissitudes 
through which the bride and bridegroom had just 
passed. Their' names were already familiar to the 
public, by reason of the sensational articles 
chronicling recent events* iif South Tottenham. 
For this c^use the*hour of the service had been 
jeept secret. So curious is the " man in 'the street " 
that he and his womenkind would have thronged 
the building, for a sight of Basil and his newly-madf! 
, wife before their appearance at the Mormon trial. 

To the outer world the blue-gowned' figure of 
• the exquisitely fair bride was merely a casual visitor 
to an old-world church, often inspeiJted for its many 
curiosities. She entered quietly at a side 'door, 
suppof^tfng, lyith her mother’s aid, a man who 
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walked feebly. Before Jacinth took her place at 
Basil’s side, she assisted her father into a front 
seat, Mrs. Abbott undertaking the office of giving 
her daughter away. Beside Basil stood Carson 
the one invited guest welcomed there, not only on 
account of his able professional services, but for 
the sympathy- he had shown the bridegroom from 
the first. No words were needed to tell the deep- 
joy reigning in the hea^'ts of the happy couple. 
Ecstatically they made their vows, the summer sun 
enfolding them, flooding the church with, its silver 
radiance. No music of song resounded through 
those arched aisles, hut Jacinth fancied she heard 
the triumphal chant of a spiritual victory, o^'er 
the dark host of evil ones ‘who recently encom- 
passed her. The brief service concluded. Jacinth, 
flushed and smiling, refused to conventionally leave 
the church on her husband's arm. 

“ Let us both help father,” she said to Basil. 

He shall walk between us.” 

Tenderly the newly-wedded pair guided Mr. 
Abbott to a waiting conveyance, bidding him good- 
bye before turning to their own carriage. As the 
parents drove away, they saw a small newspaper 
boy rush up and shout some lusty intelligence close 
‘to the bride’s ear. 

Jacinth paused with one foot on the step of 
the brougham. The .shrilly-uttered words were 
unmistaka.ble. 
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*' Suicide of a Mormon Elder. South Tottenham 
Iragedy.” 

For a moment she could not speak, out signca 
to Basil to buy the paper. * 

Together they read its contents, as they drove 
to their destination. , 

"At noon, to-day, Ziba Wayne, ‘the arrested 
Mormonywhilc tryijjg to i)ersuade a leading couns'el 
lo take up his case on the ieh'phone, shouted down 
the receiver — 

‘ Youp refusal will bring its own damnation. 
This is the end.' 

*" A’fcw moments later he fell iorward dead, having, 
swryllowed enougfi prussic acid to kill ten men.” 

^ For a nloment Jai^th appeared aghast, then 
she realized that Fate had.swcpt her evil genius from 
her path on the very day a nev^ life started. Though 
horror-stricken at Ziba’s action, it flashed across 
he» this meant freedom alse fOr Hester. • 

” Better death •than life imprisonment,” said 
Basil, throwing down the paper, 'and drawing 
3?i^nth closer to his side. '* That sinister influence 
is safer underground. Think only now some horrible •. 
menace to humanity has been removed from the 
world. This action proves his guilt, be could not 
face exposure. Darling, don't let this news cloud 
the bright beginning of our^new life.* Look up and 
smile at me. Do not give one thought to-day to 
the man/ who so well de^prved 'his punishment. 
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Time sweeps aside many remembrances. Soon the 
dark past will vLnish, like those awful hours of fear 
in a Mormon stronghold/' 

Jacmth shook oif her depression with an effort. 
She could not regret Ziba's death, only for the 
m 9 ment it had turned her cold, as she realized the 
blasphemous v'oice was silenced for ever. 

** All his depravity, all his ci imes, can be ^^igotter 
in the grave," she muimured. " We need nevef^®' 
breathe his name again." 

Tlic smile Basil had asked for, broke over Jacinth's ^ 
face as 5)ic looked down on the gold ring which told 
its own story. 

" Mamed," she said '' Two w&ole lives changed 
by one short word of seven r:)tters — seven — a lucky 
number, you know," 

" The same as Jacinth," he replied.'" " Kiss me, 
Jacinth Hope." 

In the shadow's theit lips met, ancj the c; host* of 

ba faded away under the hght of flowing 

Thb End. 











